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THE queen’s cross 




TIIE provincial town of AREVALO WAS IN NO WAY DISTINGOISBDED; IT 
was not a suitable residence for a queen. The walls of tibe alcazar, 
the principal fortress of the place, were in disrepair. The iron bars 
at the window slits, which should have been smart with paint, were- 
weak with rust. The castle gardens suffered from lack of care, for 
die queen had lost her taste for flowers and in any event her meager 
pension, irregularly paid, could not support an adequate staff. 

Yet the countryside was pleasant and healtliful. The wheat fields, 
stretching in all directions, shone and undulated like a golden sea 
to wash the foot of the long low line of liills that rose on either 
horizon. The purple-flowered saffron, an herb indispensable to Cas- 
tilian cookery, impregnated the clear air with a sweet aromatic per- 
fume that would have impressed a traveler, had there been any, as 
exotic, 

Midway Ixdwcen the line of distant hills that bounded the litde 
vallcy, which wis intensely farmed, like all fortuitously fertile spots 
in Old Castile, the Adaja fliver .slowly meandered among the peasant 
i'arms. I lei-e the slrtiam was gentle; but that did not mean that a few 
miles to the north or south it might not change character completely, 
to bccomt' a rocky torrent, or perhaps a swamp, since nothing in 
S])anish terrain is eviT reliable and only the unexpected can be pre- 
dicted with {'crtainty. 

The best thing alxmt the river, as far as the queen was concerned, 
wcis tliat it supplied an abundance of cheaj) fish for Wednesdays and 
Fridays every week of the year. During tlie long season of Lent, 
which she- oliserved more strictly than most people during the present 
reign, there was uninterrupted fish for forty days, including Sunday, 
whitih even her cha})lain said was self-denial better suited to a clois- 
ter than a Dowager Queen in retiremejnt. The truculent governor of 
the castle, an old soldier, portly, red-faced and irreverent, regarded 
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the river as a necessary evil, since it kept the moat well sluiced and 
sweet, a much neglected consideration in castle sanitation: hilltop 
castles always had foul moats and the grandees who inhabited them 
were often mysteriously sick; riverside castles seemed to make for 
health, Don Pedro de Bobadilla had a face full of long-hoaled scars; 
his wrists and ankles still showed marks where Moorish haters Isad 
bitten into the ilesh. Pie had married late, and he indulgcfl liis young 
daughter to a degree that scandalized the queen, “it was bad enough 
when you let her ride a horse instead of a mule, win' eh is proper and 
ladylike,” she had once scolded him, “for now the Infanta insists on 
a horse too.” And it was not in her heart to deny the princess a horse. 
Had not Joan of Arc ridden horses? “But it has come to my ears that 
your bold Beatrix went swimming in the moat last night, naked as 
a fish! Is the report true?” 

“Your Highness, it was very dai'k, veiy hot. I whipped her soundly 
for that. But she wasn't naked, I swear.” 

The queen had said, “Any repetition of such a performance will 
bring about yom* instant dismissal from my service. Rememlier.” 

There would be no repetition, the governor had sworn, and offered 
to whip Dona Beati:iz again for setting a bad example to the Infanta. 
But the queen s anger had passed quickly. The governor would not 
have whipped tlie girl again anyhow, and lie was not c;onc;enK.Kl with 
losing his position— who else loved the widowed consort of the late 
king so much that he was willing to donate his services? She forgot 
the incident and lapsed again into the mild and dreamy melancholy 
that was now habitual with her. It seemed to her little suite of rt.itain" 
ers that exeiiion fatigued her more and more every year, and that 
she dwelt more and more in the past when she was Queen of (lastile 
and Le6n, when tlie old king was still alive, before the; hafccl 
“Dowager” had fastened itself upon her title like an incubus. 

The Dowager Queen was still an important person, liowever, lie- 
cause of her two children, for if the present King Homy slioukl b{?get 
no heirs— and in twelve years, first with one consort, tlien with an- 
other, none had been bom— then her son, Don Alfonso, would inlu'i'it 
the cTowm. 

Safety, safety above all, had guided her to Arevalo, for lieyond the 
wheat and saffron fields in the valley of the Adaja, lieyond the rim 
of purple hills, lay vast reaches of bare and rocly^ wildensess for 
many miles in ail directions. Here was die safety of isolation, here 
was the safety of the king’s forgetfulness; here she could live an- 



molested in her lengthening widowhood and bring up her children 
in decency and dignity away from the court of her stepson, Henry 
IV, whom liistory would call with inelegance “Henry the Impotent” 

There was much at the court of King Hemy to cause anxiety to 
the mother of the lad who might be king and the green-eyed girl 
who was next after him in tlie line of succession and might be queen. 
When, at irregular intervals, a messenger from the capital would 
arrive with her allowance vshe would hide Don Alfonso, lest it be 
noted that he was frail, and Dona Isabella, lest it be noted that she 
was already almost a woman. Neither would be safe at the court 
in Valladolid. 

King Henry, when he remembered the Dowager Queen at all, 
would sometimes send her or the children a gift. Hers might be a 
cheap tortoise-shell comb, though she never wore combs in her hair 
any more. Doha Isabella’s was likely to be a book of lurid love poems, 
which the queen would order burned. Don Alfonso’s as a rule con- 
sisted of cast-off clothing which one of the foppish courtiers at 
Valladolid had discarded because it was all of six months out of style. 
The Dowager Queen would order it destroyed. Long, gaily colored 
cloaks smacked of the flowing robes of the Moors, heretical, alien. 
Don Alfonso would go back to his short threadbare cloak, intensely 
black, intensely Spanish. 

Once in a burst of generosity the king had actually sent the heir 
presumptive a bottle of perfume with a girshy little note that it was 
the latest thing at court: rustic Arevalo must not stand in the way 
of a prince’s acquiring polivsh, which, said the king, was very, very 
important in pifiices, Don Alfonso never saw the odd gift. The Dow- 
ager Queen unstoppered the bottle, sniffed with di.staste and recog- 
nized the M(K)ri.sh product. She dropped it into the moat. It 
happened to strike a rock at the base of the castle wall. It shattered, 
and for many days the breezes diat drifted over the battlements 
were full of a lingering perfume of musk and jasmine and roses. Was 
it possi!.)l<.;, the Dowager Queen asked herself in dismay, that men 
at Henry’s court perfumed themselves? Santiago! Why? 

It was not, of course, faslnonable to visit the Dowager Queen, even 
to pay one’s respects on the anniversary of the late king’s death. But 
not all men in Spain perfumed themselves and some remembered 
hf!r in her better days with affection. One, a Fray Tomas, made a 
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point of visiting her regularly, four times a year. The monks under 
his care were satisfied to see him depart, for his discipline was ex- 
tremely strict Yet they called his visits an act of cdiarity, .sinccj no 
possible benefit could accrue to him from any attention to the 
widowed queen; and tliey noted that he, who w^onld nviver allnw 
them the luxiiiy of a mule, was just as severe with liimself, foi- 
he would walk tlie entii'e thirty miles to Arevalo uiiattcuicled through 
wild and dangerous country without so mucli as a iiiorst?! of bread 
on his person. Fray Tomas seemed equally o])livions of beat, cold, 
hunger, fatigue and the wild beasts that lurked in llit; wastelands 
between Segovia and Arevalo. 

It would greatly have amused him had anyone said, “Fray Tomas, 
you are a saint, living in a dream, forgetful of the world and leaving 
all things to God.” That was a lazy mystical way, the way of the 
stylites who had hved on tlie tops of pillars in Egypt, W’aiting for 
ravens to feed them. The day of the stylite.s W'as long since past. 
Spain ill 1462 was not the Egypt of the patristic age, Spain and Fray 
Tomds, who was Spanish above all else, were intensely practical. 
He walked because walking would set a good example, becau.se he 
was young and strong and could well endure it. He took no food 
because he was accustomed to fasting— he could not remember the 
taste of meat, which he had not eaten in more than ten yeans-aiid 
chronic hunger in tlie midst of plenty vxis so habitual that it pas.sed 
unnoticed. As for the bea.sts— boars, b<\ar.s, wildcats— he carried a 
eavy stafl-. He felt himself by no means under .special protection, 
and if they had attacked him he wwild .simply have basht'd out 
their brains. For beasts, like devils and heathens, wcr<,^ cowards al 
heiu-t, you could rout tlicm by a bold attack; they were formidable 
only if you were imalert. 

Fray Tomds came by these traits hone.stly, for lie; wu.s a .scion of 
an ancient Castilian house whose ancestors had fouglit the Moors. 

t thirty he was prior of the Dominican monastery of Santa (Jrn/ 
m egovia. He administered it superbly, considered it a tru.si froju 
God and coveted no greater advancement in the Church, 
us uncle was a cardinal and could easily have .secured ptx'fcrmeni 
for him. But his uncle resided in Rome; Fray Tomas might havx; been 
lequiied to leave Spain, and to him that would have Iseen an (xirlv 
taste of purgatory. 

His conscience had pricked him at first because of fhe pleasure 
le too in the long invigorating walk. The way led b>' twisting foix'-st 
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fere consentiunt roiundam esse,” translating it at once, sitice he knew 
that royalty did not speak Latin, “It is generally conceded that tlie 
shape oi’ tlie world is round.’ Those are the words oi. the Holy Father 
himself. Pope Pius 11.” And then he closed the maitor witli an ar- 
gument that their young minds could grasp: “Ojily a hiw ignorant 
sailors still fear to sail on tire ships that carry our holy faith to distant 
lands. Only a wicked or stupid man would cont{!iK] tliat the earth 
is liat as a pancake. Can water rest on top of a pancake? No, it 
would run right off. And so it is with the earth. If the eurtii were 
flat, all the water in all ffie seas would have spilled over tlic edge, 
long ages ago. But Spain is surrounded by sea, and so is every otlier 
country.” 

Fray TomAs was not really interested in the rotundity of the earth; 
he was merely a little concerned lest the prince or princess, some 
day in a position of power, might hesitate to send out seaborne mis- 
sions for the propagation of die Christian faith. Far closer to his heart 
was Spain and her troubles, especially the Moorish kingdom of 
Granada that fastened itself like a leech on the rich and beautiful 
Andalusian plains. 

“Never forget that Spain is shaiied like a sliield. Tlie very map of 
this blessed land is a picture of Spanish destiny, ivbich is nothing 
less than to stand like a shield, protecting not only ourselves but 
also tile whole of Christian Europe against the imspeakable evil of 
the Moors.” 

Thus it was that Spain had always stood, Fray Tomds said, through- 
out seven long dark centuries when at times it had scianed that the 
Cross might fall forever before tlie Crescent, as infidel hordes .swept 
up to the very foothills of the Pyrenees. But the Spaniards had never 
sim-endered. From their mountains in the A.sturias the hardy ances- 
tors of the prince and princess had slowly pushed hack the turbaned 
invader ever farther towards the south. 

But there, in recent years, die crusade had faltered. The lower 
part of the shield was still defiled by the Moorish Kingdom of Gra- 
nada, insolent and rich with a population of throe million infidels. 

When would another Spanish sovereign ari.se to complete the Be- 
conquest and hurl them back into Africa? 

It seemed to Fray Tomas diat nowadays Spanish kings were all 
too apt to accept them as equals, particularly King Henry. But he 
did not say so, since it was his duty to teach, not to stir up discord 
between tlie king and the heir pre.sumptive. Unity was his theme. 
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ment, senor prior” and turned, muttering to liimself, “they told me’ 



to expect peasant customs in the provinces.” The wicicct slint and 
Fray Tomas heard bolts being thrown. 

Shortly Don Pedro de Bobadilla appeared, his face-, curiously 
pinched and his scars more prominent than usual He shouldered 
the guard aside and threw open tihe gate, “Ten thousand pardons, 
your reverence. The men are all new here, all spoiled, all suspicious, 
all very courtly mannered, as you see. They are und(‘r orders iroiu 
the king himself to admit no one. Enter, enter— and bh'ss this liousc 
as you have never blessed it before. It needs bles.sing.” 

“The cliildren are ill?” 

“They are gone, everybody is gone, all the old guards, my wife, 
even my daughter, tire apple of my eye, my little Beatriz.” 

“Where to?” 

“To Valladolid and the coirrt, to be brought up like court ladies 
and learn how to bend the knee to tlie new heiress to the throne. 
An escort came a week ago and took them away.” Don Pedro spat. 
“The captain said, ‘Here’s a pretty red rose to keep tin; white rose 
company!’ and pinched my Beatrix’ cheek, winch never knew a man’s 
touch till now. The horrid shame of it! But I could do notliiiig. Then 
off they galloped, all the gay shining escort, in long cloak.s, There, 
were even some noble Moors in colored turbans to give the cavalcade 
a touch of elegance.” 

“Softly, Don Pedro.” It seemed to Fray Tomds that the gtiard was 
eyeing tlie governor sharply; he might be a spy, though from whom 
and for what purpose Fray Tomas could only conjecture. “We had 
better speak privately.” 

T do not care what happens now.” 

“The Dowager Queen cares.” 

“Alas, the j)oor queen is l^eyond caring for anytliing.” 

“Not dead!” 

“Wonse.” 

“This will need explaining, my friend,” 

It was quickly explained in the governor’s private a])arlnK'nts. 
away from prying eyes and iiiqui.sitive ears. 

A week ago a flying herald had galloped to the gate and .shouted 
imperiously for admittance. Then, in the presence of tlm governor, 
the Dowager Queen, the Infantes and all the assembled pt^rsonnel 
of the castle, he had unrolled a parchment engrossed in rfjyal pui'ple 
and gold and proclaimed; '' 
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lo, el Iley—l, the King: Be it known to you that by the grace 
of God this Tuesday just past, the Queen, Dona Juana, our 
dear and weil-beloved spouse, was delivered of a daughter, 
Juana, Infanta of Spain and heiress to our double crown of 
Castile and Loon and to all the Seignories, towns, estates, 
titles and honors appertaining thereto; the which hath al- 
ready In the Cortes been acknowledged and confirmed by 
the noble dukes, counts, marques, lords and other grandees 
of tlie seventeen cities composing the said Cortes of these 
our realms. And this we make known to you that you, with 
us, may thank God and rejoice, and tender your homage 
and fealty to the said princess Juana, our daughter and heir- 
ess. lo, el Retj. 


Hard on tlie heels of the herald came tlie escort, for Henry the 
Impotent, having at last disproved the mocking title by which he 
had been known for so long, was wasting no time. Don Alfonso, no 
longer the heir presumptive, and Isabella must appear puhHcly in 
Valladolid and do homage to the new Infanta, lest there be any doubt 
in anyone’s mind that the children of the Dowager Queen were now 
thrust aside and excluded from their inheritance. It was the further 
will of the king, the captain of tlie escort said, that they be brought 
forthwitli to live at court, permanently. There, he said, their educa- 


tion would be broadened— 

“There is no doubt of that,” Fray Tomds said sadly. 

—and their welfare and guidance undertaken by die Idng himself, 
whom “all loyal subjects were encouraged to salute as Henry the 
I Jberal,” according to the captain. 

“Liberal in every sense,” grumbled Bobadilla. “Do you know, rev- 
erend pricu*, how the gossip runs with respect to the Princess Juana, 
whom he fatuously calls bis daughter?” 

“1 permit no gossip in my monastery, Don Pedro.” 

“It Is w'-hispored,” the governor said, lowering his voice and glanc- 
ing over liis shoulder, “that the Princess Juana is not tlie daughter of 


the king. The queen has taken a lover, the same fine handsome wolf 
of a captain who headed the escort, Don Beltran de la Cueva, who 
pinched my Beatriz’ cheeks. Already diere are some at the court who 
call the new ‘heiress’ I^a Beltraneja, daughter of l^Ion Beltran, though 
of course they dare not raise their voices.” 

“But you seem to have heard of it.” 
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“From one of the Moors.” 

“A mother knows the father of her child,” Fray Tomas said. “Excc];)t 
perhax^s in the most abandoned of circumstances. What does the 
qtieen say to this gossip?” 

“Oh, the queen, the queen! What would she say? Slio says it’s King 
Henry’s, of course. By one wicked act, no doubt enjoynblc to both of 
them, she quiets the gossip about the king— very largcily, any]K)w; shci 
establishes complete dominion over his weak womanish character; 
and she strengthens enormously her own power, since any queen is 
doubly strong when she becomes mother of a future queen. Oh, she 
has every reason to say, nay, to protest, that the new j^rincess is the 
king’s,” 

“And the king?” 

“Is perfectly delighted.” 

“Not jealous of Don Beltran?” 

“On the contrary, He goes out of his way to honor him; Immedi- 
ately after the queen gave birth he gave Don Beltran a new title, the 
Count of Ledesma— for distinguished services to the Crown’, if you 
please. So read the proclamation.” The governor smirked. Fray Tomds 
did not even smile. 

"Spain, Spain! This holy land that once was jiroud to be known as 
the seminary of aJQ Christian virtues! Home of tlie knightly Orders of 
Campostella, Calatrava, Alcantara, whose warlike caballeros sought 
no higher honor on eartli tlian to fall fighting against the Moors and 
win a martyr’s crown in heaven! Whose kings were known as The 
bold’, The wise’, The good’, and one, The saint’! Poor Spain, now fallen 
so low that her king is scoffed at— El Impotentc! iMorc' than gossij') 
gives credence to that epithet, since he could not have married his 
present giddy queen had not the Church set aside his first marriage, 
pot impotenda. The word respedtim, I grant you, was added, but that 
was pure charity, since its meaning is ambiguous. No one doubted 
where the fault lay. Spain is fallen on hard days, mi amigo, when a 
Spanish king consorts with the enemy and adds the heathen Moor 
to his court to give a touch of elegance.” 

“There were young women in the cavalcade, your rev(;rence, all 
gay and laughing, to attend the Princess Isabella; bold, pretty crea- 
tures on little white mules in costly gold and crimson trapj^ings. They 
were dressed in low-cut gowns without sleeves, showing their bare 
arms; some girdled their breasts with leather thongs from crossbows, 
so that the silk clung tight as sldn, some had borrowed turbans from 

[ 10 ] 



the Moors and wore them jauntily, some went shamelessly bare- 
headed; one c:arricd a sword, one a dagger in her tight girdle; ail 
painted their lips and darkened their eyelids; and— you will not be- 
lieve tliis— when the wind blew, their sMrts were so short that I saw 
their naked thiglis, x^ainted too. Cosmetics aj^plied over the entire 
body! \¥hut will bec(».nc of my child?” 

"What will become of Sjiain, with a court so iniquitous?” 

Tlic governor was silruit. 

"And the. DowagrT Queen wliose children have been snatched from 
her?” 

“I fear she is mad,” the governor said. “She has always been mel- 
ancholy, but something snapped in her mind when this new sorrow 
came upon her. She sits all day in a dark comer of her chamber, star- 
ing straight ahead of her, speaking to no one.” 

“Let me see her, Don Pedro.” 

"It is a forlorn hope, Fray Tomas. Don Beltran saw her and talked 
at length. But he told me afterwards, ‘No use asking her to swear the 
oath of fealty. She doc.sn’t know what she’s doing.’ That’s why he left 
her here.” 

"Still, I must .st^o licr.” 

But the Dowager Quetm did not recognize Fray Toinds. She sat in 
her chair in the sha<lows, rocking herself back and forth with an odd 
and endless motion, her Iiarxds lying limp in her lap, empty, open 
and motionless. .1 f only she had wrung them—or wept— or bHnked her 
eyesi Fray Tomas s]i()ok hi.s head and .sighed hoipelessly. She did not 
greet him, nor did slie bid him farewell when he left. 

Yet she ha«l not (juite remained sj^eechless; a spark of her once 
strong mind still glowed, like the flicker in one last ember before the 
lire dies and darkne.s.s closes in forever. Once, witii a tremor of the 
helpless hands, she. had muttered, “Imj^otent, imjjotent as a Moorish 
eumiclj,” and once, "T'here will be factions, there will be factions, 
there will be factions.” 

Po,nderiiig the last cryptic words. Fray Tomas felt his heart up- 
lifted, not, Ood kn(;w, at the pro.spect of factions in Spain, with one. 
faction favoring I^a Beltraneja and one Don Alfonso. Indeed, he 
prayed fervently that no such factions would form, for that might 
mean civil war, and civil war would mean the continued existence 
of the Kingdom of Granada at the tip of the shield. 

But ho knew his Spanish countrymen. Factions would form. “I.et 
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them be just strong enough/’ he prayed, “to protect Don Alfonso and 
Dona Isabella.” He tliought of diose jugglers at fairs in Segovia at har- 
vest time: they walked on tight ropes over the heads of tlie laxuitliless 
crowds, carrying heav)^ staffs by the middle, which sccincd to make' 
the feat more difficult and actually made it easier. 

When forces are equally balanced it is sometimes possi])]c to wulk 
a hazardous path without falling. God worked in wondrous, hidden 
ways. 



DON BELTIUN DE EA CUEVA IU5EAXEI) AND HOOKED ONE l,ONG, SUPERBLY 

turned leg over the cushioned arm of the queen’.s most tjornfortalde 
chair. His face was wind-burnt and still ruddy from the cold. He was 
fatiguedj he loosened his sword belt and just succeeded in stifling a 
yawn. 

Turning from her mirror the queen smiled at him over lier shoul- 
der. “A languid entrance for a caballero into a lady’s apartment, Don 
Beltran. Are you tired?” 

“A little.” 

“A cup of wine?” 

“Do not call anyone just now.” 

“Nay, that is better. For that you shall have everything. ’ 

She set down the tiny ronge pot, carved like a jcRvel iij l^right 
green malachite, and the delicate little brusli which she had been 
about to apply to her lips. She rose and went to one of tlic windew.s 
where, reaching in between die draperies and the casement, she took 
out a goblet, another, and a squat bottle of heavy dark-green gla.ss, 

“I cannot tell from your appreciative eyes,” said the f{iicen arc^hly, 
decanting the liqueur with a sofh wliite, practiced hand, “w'hcther 
it is the queen or the cordial that you desire most.” A.s the gobl<H.s 
filled, a perfume of ripe peaches, hot in the summer sun of a ck'cade 
past, suffused the already warm and perfumed air of tlie room. 



Df)n Beltran sought to make a courtly reply suited to the temper of 
the times: "The heating qualities of wine and the heating qualities 

of womoi'i ■” 

Siie lauglH'il. Her laugli was singularly deep and musical. “Do not 
go on, Ikillran. I'he Munju^s of Villena does it so much better. I said 
vou should iuive evtaything.” 

She fuTl tla: goblet to his lips and, when he had drunk, took a sip 
iroui the same place. Then .she leaned over and kissed him, the filmy 
luce of lier gown slipjjing from her shoulder. 

“I like your nioutli wlien it’s wet,” he said, crushing hard against 
her lips. 

She did not answer, her eyes closed, the long heavily blackened 
lashes brushing the white of her cheeks, relaxing against him. 

“Eveiything. Always.” 

“So little to be .so great a queen,” he whispered into her hair. 

“I will be great for you— and the Infanta.” 

“The pn'tticst black eyes in the world!” 

“Prettier, hlaekc'r tlam Doha Beatrix de Bobadilla’s?” The tone was 
teasing Imt then* was a sharpness in it. She had heard how he had 
pmched Bt'aiviz’ ela/ek tlie very first time he set eyes on her, 

“Thittehikir 

“She is onh' in tlui tnvkward ag(‘, Beltran. One day I dare say .she 
may ])e quite ]ires<utt;ih](', in spile of her low birth.” 

He toiuhed lier elu'ck with his big hard hand. “The fairest skin 
in all of Spain.” 

“Fairm- lluus the Princess Isabella’s? Everyone says she’s &e most 
beautiful girl who ever came to court. Don’t you care for green eyes 
and gokhni hair, i">oii Beltran? You will be terribly out of style. Even 
the king "'” 

Don Beltran laughed, “The king, too?” 

“Henry has a ke<‘ri eye,” the queen said dubiously. “No one loves 
color !h<‘ way he docs, and youVe got to admit she is colorful.” 

“No one is eolorful hut my queen.” 

Tiu* sluired gol^let, tlK‘ .shan.'d kiss, again the wet pressed lips. 

“Ncvorthek>s;;, f shall continue to torture myself with lealous'y.” she 
poufc;d. 

There was a fliscreet scratching at the door of the chamber. The 
queen sat clown again before her mirror, a sheet of rare Venetian 
cry.stai that rc'aclied to the floor. Don Beltran wiped lu.s lips with the 
back of 1 ) is hai uh '!'! k' c ( ueen took up her rouge brush again. 
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“You may enter,” she called impatiently. Only one man would pre- 
sume to disturb the queen of Spain when she was closeted with Don 
Beltran, That man would be die only one for whom both halves of a 
palace door would swing open. Lesser personages, in accordance with 
Spanish etiquette, the most minutely precise in the world, would en- 
ter by the single portal. 

The noble page, with a peaches and cream complexion but a firm 
chill that gave it the lie, amioimced, “His Serene Highness, the King.” 

Henry the Liberal hesitated on the threshold. “Good evening, 
Ledesma. Juana, may I come in?” 

She could not keep him out. Moreover she was bending every ef- 
fort tliese days to present a picture of happy domesticity between 
herself and the king for tlie sake of the Infanta. One did not betray 
irritation in front of pages when the father of one’s daughter, a father- 
ship one worked endlessly to emphasize, entered one’s chamber. 

She shrugged her white bare shoulders and nodded to the king in 
her glass. 

“Do not rise, Beltran, do not rise,” he said, patting liis wifci’s visitor 
familiarly on the back. “You have done me a great .s<'.rvit‘e today. 
You are always doing me services, bless your heart.” Don Beltran 
relaxed again into the chair and the king walked over to the que(?ii, 
who was now applying the brush .skillfully to her full rt'<l mouth, 
The king’s step was soft and quiet as a cat’s as he walkc'tl; his velvet 
shoes were green and little jewels twinkled in the heels. 

“You gave me so little time, Henry. I’m only half inacU; up,” she said 
petulantly, “and Don Beltran is terribly tired.” 

“It was a matter of importance or I should not have bothered y«)u, 
my dear. I know he is fatigued. Biding all the way from Alma/an in 
this coldl Poor boyl But I could trust no one else. No onti is .s'o ptJrspi- 
cacious, no one is so intuitive as our dear count of Lt'dosina. Nay, no 
one else could have ridden so fast and so far— no onc' has tlie phy- 
sique. A paladinl A Cidl A-” 

“Oh, Henry, for goodness’ sake. I quite appretdiife ]')on Beltran’s 
qualities.” 

“No doubt he told you why I sent Iiim,” 

Neither answered. King Henry did not seem perturbed ]>y the ob- 
vious fact that they must have been talking about thenischais, nor 
did the twin goblets offend him. 

“No? I see he did not. Then I shall have to later. But right now—” 
He held out what appeared to be a fluffy assortment of silks and 

iMl 



velvets, lace and brocades, “—you simply must help me pick out some 
suitable gowns for Isabella.” 

"Good heavens, wdiy? The child is quite suitably clothed as she is, 
modestly, warmly, soberly, becoming her age.” 

“Slie dresses like a fruixq), and so does her friend Beafcriz. It just 
doesrtl look I’ight, 1 say. i.)o you think so, Beltran? Tell me honestly. 
Is it right for iny sister and her chief lady in waiting to walk about 
dressed like a couple of Arevalo peasants? It makes them look ugly; 
people will think that the royal family are nothing hut boors and 
rustic.s. Even the pagt‘S laugh at their gowns.” 

"Which of them?” the queen demanded. 

One of thfjm was Francisco de Valdes, the youth who had just 
admitted the king. But for reasoas of his own the king chose to be 
vague. 

“Well, I just have a feeling that they laugh. After all, the pages are 
noble, well-bred, most beautifully mannered. Sensitive young men 
like tliat would surely laugh at frumpish, old-fashioned dresses when 
everybody c^lsc; tri<\s to ke(!p abreast of the prettiest styles. Both girls 
could be pretty, e.sp(H;ially Isabella. Just look at thesel Tve chosen a 
green gown for her, this one with the y»earls. Beatrix, of course, ought 
to wear .something r(“d, with wliite around the throat, and, say, silver 
earring.s—.slK,! eun manage }u‘avier acce.s.sories than Isabella because 
her coloring i.s so much .stix)nger—and I. tlunk—” He riffled through the 
gowns till his heavily jewtded {inger.s lighted on a certain special one. 
“--Thi.sl” he saitl triumpliantly. “The very thing to cut a figure at 
Fuontanil>ia next .spring. Don’t you think so, Juana? Don Beltran? 
Gorgeous?” 

He laid tl\e other.s aside, lixpertly as a sempstress, without wrin- 
Iding them, then lield the gown agaiiist him to show how it would fit 
the prinee.ss. Don Beltran had difficulty controlling his features; the 
queen sliot him a warning glance. One did not laugh at a king who, 
in theory at !(!ast, was an absolute monarch and the father of the 
Infanta. 

“.She will have to imxd' a dangerous autocrat, my dear. All of ti.s 
minst make a good impre.ssion on the king of France. In this my little 
.sister will be* a cixalit to the Hou.se of Trastamara. Don’t you. think so? 
Yes? No?” He .smiled engagingly over the lacy bodice, his jesveled 
slippers raineix,ig under the green silk folds of tlie .skirt. 

Queen Juana was not aware that tiliere were plans afoot to meet the 
formidable Spid<a‘ King, ibouis of France, but she was vitally inter- 
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ested in anything tliat concerned the foreign relations of Spain and 
the future fortunes of the Infanta, her daughter, whose ba1:)y hand 
had been kissed in homage by all the grandees of the realm, including 
the Princess Isabella and Prince Alfonso, For though there had been 
much grumbling and many raised eyebrows, no one had yf?t dared 
openly question the child’s legitimacy. Such a suspicion would have 
particularly revolted the innocent minds of the Dowager Queen’s two 
children, Dona Isabella and Don Alfonso, whose inheritani;<? the un- 
expected infant had usurped. 

Looking at the seductively low-cut gown that the king was dis- 
playing, the queen compressed her full lips in disapproval. Dona 
Isabella was certainly not going to be permitted to appear in any- 
tlhng like that! She would turn the heads and steal the hearts of half 
the men at court, including Don Beltran. 

“I think it is utterly out of the question for a girl of her youth,” 
the queen said positively. 

“Oh, I don’t agree, don’t agree at all,” the king prote.sted excitedly. 
“I pride myself on an art in these matters. Isaliella has long .since left 
behind the pudgy softness of girlhood~and when it i.sn’t pudginess 
it’s that dreadful angularity of the bones, which is just iis l)ad, 1 must 
say. She is beautifully modeled, but wht) can tell under thosc^ frightful 
clothes that the Dowager Queen made her w(>ar at Anwalo? Could 
tliere be better proof that my poor stepmothc'r is crazy u.s a c;oot? 
When we meet tlie king of France~and that will be an important 
state affair, my dear—Isabella must look like tlic rariiant pri!K;(;ss she 
is, mature, regal, with a bosom made, .simply made, to pin orilers on. 
Eh, Beltran, you rogue?” 

The queen leveled her Bashing black eyes on Doii Hi'Uixm, who 
read in them, “If you dare to agree! If you dfl/'c/” 

“Your Plighness,” the uncomfortable caballero replied, “I .suppose 
I do not think of the Princess Isabella in quite that light. To ino .sht^ 
remaiirs merely a sweet child. Your Highness’s littk^ .si.sU>r," 

“I expected more awareness from you, of all people, IkiUran. Pm’- 
haps I am wrong. But I did think I wa.s right this time, ju.st for once.” 

He did not drop the matter entirely, “The Marciues of Vilkaia iis- 
siire.s me that we must make a splendid impression on tb(^ Frencli 
king, or he will never decide in our favor.” He pronounecjd the name 
of Villena with emphasis, glancing frona the queen to Don Beltran, 
to let the words sink in, to remind them that Villena, the old favorite, 
had not yet been completely replaced by Don Beltran, tlu^ nc'vv. 
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It was the Aragonese rebels again, the king explainecl The neigh- 
boring kingdom of Aragon occupied the Mediterranean shoj-e of the 
Spanisli jansinsnla, just as tlic kingdom of Portugal occupied the At- 
lantic. Ihvlu't'cn them, high, dry, isolated, lay Castile, as rugged in 
terrain as Castilians were nigged in character, differing in every re- 
spect from tile maritime kingdoms on the flanks of the Spanish shield. 
Kingdoms that lay along the seas were always turbulent and tolerant, 
open to seaborne ini'eetiiin of ideas by reason of their trade with for- 
eign states. East of Aragon acro.s.s the Mediterranean lay Italy, drunk 
with a ferment of intellect and neo-paganism that men had begun to 
call the Renaissance. West of Portugal of course lay nothing but the 
mysterious Atlantic; liiit to the south of her loomed a dark and for- 
bidding continent, Africa, home of the Moors, doum whose shores for 
years past the ships of the Portuguese had been j^robing ever farther 
and farther, bringing back fortunes in gold and ivory and Negro 
slaves, a new and unchristian but immensely profitable source of 
wealth. 

In the king’s dissertation both Don Beltran and the queen recog- 
nized the mind of the Marfjiies of Villena. Henry never troubled to 
inform himself about matters of state. The couple wa.s uneasy. Villena 
was an ('many. It wa.s awkward that he could still make himself pow- 
erful with the king. I'hey looked at each other with understanding; 
whatever Vilkma hoped to tiecornplish by dres.smg Isabella in a se- 
ductive gown must be; thwartc;d. The queen .smiled to herself. And 
what a plausible (explanation to give Don Beltranl Before the king 
half-finished Ids speech IsaT)(;ll.a was doomed to the drab garb her 
motht;r had prescribed at Arevalo. 

The king contimuxl. 

The; tur})ult.!nt Aragonesi: had been in a state of periodic rebellion 
for numy month.s, A group of their leaders had appealed to Castile 
for help against their king. 

"I gave them a litth; htilp on the sly,” said the king, “to kecip tilings 
stirred up, tluis embarrassing my good cousin John and that .son of 
his, who lights like a (iemon, a miracle in a lad so young,” 

“Who is he?” the queen a.skcd, 

“The son? His nam(3 Is P’erdmand.” 

“How old is he?” 

“Exactly the age of Isabella.” 

“But you say Isabella is a woman, full blown, mature, God knows 


what all you said. Now you admit how young sho really is. Out of 

your Own mouth you contradict yourself , 

“Men and women mature at different ages, my dc;ar fiiuMai. Isabella 
is a woman, Don Ferdinand of Aragon is ju.st a lad.” 

The queen let it pass. 

“his most important that Louis of Franco mod, mlaihv autl like 
Isabella/’ the king said. 

“ff you are planning a seduction,” Don Jkdtrau observj’d, i donbi. 
if Isabella or any woman could tempt him .stark nake<l. He isn’t the 
type.” 

“Beltran!” tlie queen snapped. It was not to her liking tliai Don 
Belhan should entertain mental pictures of Isabella in tlu^ nude. 

“My lord of Ledesma,” said die king, fliisiiing pink a.s a girl, “we 
are spealdng of my sister.” 

I wieant no offense, Your Highness,” Beltran said liastih?, 

course not, Beltran. Your truant tongue. Your cotnpletcly mas- 
culine mind. It’s one of tlie most fascinating things about you. Yes, 
Juana? ]sjo? But yes, of course, I forgive you, dear boy. No, no, there 
is nothing so crass in the wind. Villena suggests, and I (piitc agree 
with him, that Castile must make a great show of iveultli and ptnver.” 

The Castilian forces, fighting on the side of the rebels ;igainst the 
crown of Aragon, had so embarrassed King John that Ihj had called 
on France for help and complained that Henry of Ca.slik' was an 
aggressor and invited Louis to act as arbiter in the dis])ute. Sinoci 
Louis had agreed, Henry had to agree or bring down the ma.s.scd 
might of the French king’s armies against him. Now the irii’k wa,s to 
make a magnificent appearance at Fuentarabia, wlmre the arbitra- 
tion Would be held, and to that end the Marqnds of Viilenu had 
cided that there should he not one, no, not one drab woman in tlic^ 
Castilian entourage. 

Why not fust leave her behind?” the (pioen sugg(\stetl. 

phe king seemed prepared for the question. Vilhma must have 
primed him adroitly. “The French king ha.s an extremely suspicions 
mind and would certainly wonder why I had t^xelndtH.] a incnnlie.r of 
my own family who stands third in the line of suecc*s.sion: (piih! likely 
Imwonkl syj.pgct that I had poisoned her.” 

Thei*o were times, the queen thought darkly, wdittn poison <a)uld 
be a most useful tool of diplomacy. 

Who would harm the child, Henry? Who would even harm Don 

Alfonso, who stands second?” 
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“Why ‘even , my dear?” 

“Your Highness always twists my most innocent remarks against 
me,” she pouted. “1 simply meant that Alfonso is even younger than 
Isabella.” 

Don Beltran remarked, “Villena vastly misreads the character of 
the French king if he has suggested to Your Higlmess that a display 
of magnificence on the part of Castile will influence the arbitration 
in our favor. Villena imposes upon Your Higlmess, because he be- 
lieves riches should be flaunted, but Louis of France would simply 
sneer, ‘If the Castilians have money to throw away I will decide in 
favor of Aragon, lest Castile grow too powerful.’ He believes in divid- 
ing and conquering, balancing the power of Iris neighbors one against 
anotlier, so that liis own voice is always predominant.” 

The queen agreed. “What will he think if he sees Isabella dressed 
in jewels and costly lace? To say nothing of the impropriety of that 
dress— he is reputed to be a great prude.” 

“Remember, Your Highness, I have seen the French king,” Don 
Beltran said. Beltran did not care what Isabella wore, but if Villena 
was for the green dress, he was against it “His Most Christian Maj- 
esty dresses like one of his own peasants, all patches and rags.” 

“Isabella must certainly not outshine the queen of France,” the 
queen addend positively. “No woman would stand for that.” 

“True, true,” Henry said, his confidence shaken. “It is difficult to 
make up my mind when good friends like Villena and Ledesma ad- 
vise me so differently. How was the French herald garbed in Al- 
mazan, Don Beltran?” 

“Like a pauper, Your Highness.” Beltran knew tliat that was not 
quite true. The herald who had met him and delivered the French 
king’s offer of arbitration, a document with which Beltran had 
spurred back with ail speed to the king, had been clothed in a tabard 
of silver lilies on a ground of blue, well-worn and travel stained, no 
doubt, but by no means like a pauper s. But in tire stiaiggle for the 
king’s favor it was always necessary to oppose the advice of the Mar- 
qu6s of Villena; it would help to exaggerate the French herald’s 
plainne.ss. 

The king siglied and took up the gown again, stroking it. “I cannot 
decide, I cannot decide,” he murmured. “The matter of a good ap- 
pearance is so terribly important and now I do not know which ap- 
pearance is good, this beautiful gown or those— those flour sacks from 
Arevalo. What shall I do?” 



He would go back to Villena, the queen knew, and Villmia would 
have tlie last word. She would have to compromise. 

“One of her young ladies might wear it, Henry; but Iftflievc' me, il 
is not suitable for Isabella.” 

The king’s face slowly brightened. “Upon my word, \\’ha1 a rnpitnl 
idea! Beatrix de Bobadilla shall wear it, eh, Beltran?’ 

“Excellent, Your Highness,” Don Beltmn replied. 

The queen wliispered hotly, “You don’t have to bt' .so i'.nihii.siasiie!” 

The whisper was injudiciously loud; the king heard it. “Sangn: d<^ 
Dios!” he cried in alarm. “Don’t you two quarrel! I c'anuot risk that 
Have you forgotten our dmighter, Juana? Do yon want j.u'tions in 
Spain?” 

He turned on liis jeweled heel and walked towards the door with 
Ihs curious quick catlike step, one foot before the oth<?r toe down, 
like a dancer on a tightrope. Perhaps he was. 

A few paces before the door he clapped his hands twice. The c!oii- 
ble portals smmg open, the page stepped swiftly asi<le un<I liowed 
the stiff low horizontal Castilian bow. 

They heard the king say a.s the door clo.sed, “(Iona- sing to me, 
Francisco. I am weary with great affairs. My ]ut<! is in the cabinet” 

Don Beltran made a face a.s if there were a bad odor in tlu' room. 

Queen Juana shrugged her sliapely slioulders. “Wlio earths?” 



KING I„OUIS OF HIA-NCE WAS AT BIAIWITZ ON THE uVsT; d'aIKJEM', NO 

called from the silvery mists that rose from the cavsls of the long, 
lazy wave.s of tlie Bay of Bi.scay that washed tlu; bca<.'he.s of f ho httlo 
fisliing town. King Henry of Castile was at Sun Sobustiim in a similar 
frontier town across tlie boundary marked by the Bidassoa 
King John of Aragon waited upriver in Navanxi, a kingdom in name 
but smaller than many a county and actually a tiny bufl'er state lic- 
tween the three nations, secure in its precarious integrit)' (somewhat 



like Don Alfonso and Dona Isabella) because of a balance of con- 
tending powers around her. This far the three Icings had traveled 
towards the rendezvous that would arbitrate the dispute between 
Aragon and Castile. This far, but no farther. 

King Louis demanded tliat the two Spanish sovereigns cross over 
the river to France since they were the disputants and he was the 
arbiter. Neither Castile nor Aragon agreed. King John objected that 
he had already traveled twenty leagues and would travel no farther. 
King Henry, prompted by the Marques of Villena, objected that it 
would be incompatible with Castilian dignity to parley outside the 
national territory of Castile. 

While the tliree sovereigns bickered over protocol, the mild early 
spring of the Cantabrian riviera burst upon the counhyside and 
transformed it into a lush miracle of beautiful greenery that was as- 
tonishing to anyone reared in the rigorous uplands of Old Castile. 
Isabella and her brother took long rides through the leafy woodlands 
and emerald green fields of this delightful new coimtiy, hunting oc- 
casionally. Sometimes they simply enjoyed the prospect of endless 
rolling pastiirelands which, it would seem, could fatten enough cattle 
and sheep to feed the entire world. Sometimes they would draw rein 
and listen politely while peasants or fishermen in scarlet breeches 
pulled off tibeir odd emeuiar berets and made what w^as probably a 
little speech of welcome in their utterly incomprehensible Basque 
tongue: Don Alfonso would nod and make some equally grave, 
equally incomprehensible reply in Castilian, and the princess would 
answer their friendliness with a flashing smile; and that, at least, 
they understood and returned with interest 

“A woman like you,*' her brother said with a courtliness beyond 
his youth, “could furnish uj) the alchemy to soften the pride of the 
three kings and break their silly stalemate.” 

“Alchemy is wicked—I think” Isabella said. “At least Fray Tomas 
used to .say it was. He said gold was gold, lead was lead, Moors were 
Moors and Jews were Jew.s, and nothing can ever change into any- 
tliing it isn’t naturally, since that is the way God made the world.” 

“I don t believe him.” 

“Neither do I, at least not about the Jews and Moors. Because he 
also said that when they were baptized they were just as good as 
anyone else. Still, he is a very learned man.” 

“Probably he only meant the alchemy that tries to change gold.” 

“Yes, that would certainly be wicked.” .. - 
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“Anyiiow, I was talking about the alehemy of golden hair and a 
lady’s smile.” 

“Please don't talk like Beltran and Villena, Alfonso.” 

“I swear I meant it, Isabella!” He was afraid he had olIhiuKxl her, 
but she laughed and smiled at him so warmly that al! the cldca-- 
.sisterly reproach vanished. 

“Let’s gallop! Ill race yon to the river!” She touched iu;r heels to 
the mare’s flanks and set ofl; at a pace that stjt the p(d)l)les flying 
behind tlie horse’s hooves. He gained, but she beat liim by a lengtli. 

“I had a headstart,” she conceded, tossing hack the hair tij.at the 
wind had blown and tangled. She liked riding Ijareheaded and, in 
the easy-going atmosphere of the com1:, no one had ever reproved 
her except the queen, when Don Belti’an was around. 

At the bank of the Bidassoa they let the horses drink. It was a 
small stream tliat might have been forded at most seasons of the 
year, but now it was swollen by the snows that were still melting 
in tlie Pyrenees mountains. In the midst of the stream there was a 
smaU island, a few acres dotted with tall oak and chestnut trees and 
covered with a carpet of greensward so brilliant and yf>«iig that it 
looked like a superb new tapesh-y. 

“What a magnificent jousting field!” Don Alfonso .saitl, surveying 
the large smooth areas of turf between the trees. 

Isabella said, “What a velvet for a gown if they could weave it .so 
soft and beautifull” For a moment they let their eye.s linger on the 
beauty of the islet. Then there was a rustling in the hnshevs along the 
river bank and a score of brilliantly colored phea.sants, disturl)ed by 
their presence, rose into the air, their red and green and goldiio plum- 
age shimmering with a carious metallic lustre. 

The birds identified the island; Isabella suddenly reali'/t:d how far 
she and her brother had wandered in their ride. They were close 
to the triple frontier of Navarre, Castile and France. SIk; glanced anx- 
iously at the sun, wiiich was well past the meridian. Queen Juana 
would be furious again. 

“We had best be getting back, Alfonso. Tlie qu<^en i.s ahno.st a.s 
strict as Mother was.” 

Don Alfonso’s face darkened. He did not like the queen. But a.s 
far as Isabella was concerned he had to admit that she liad proved 
herself a watchful protectress, forbidding her to be alom) with any 
male but her own brother. Isabella had a suspicion tiiat Queen Juana 
v^ould have been sati.sfied if the dresses she prescribed had looked 
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positively dowdy, but she was grateful to staud in the background 
among surroundings that had shocked her at first by their ievit7, and 
she did not protest. Neither, of course, did her brother, since brothers 
never do. In ol)scurity, she was safe. Alfonso sensed it though he did 
not analyze it; and he had felt free to spend much time with one of 
the great lords of the court, Don AJfonso Carrillo, the premier prelate 
of Castile, Archbishop of Toledo, a gruff, bluff, booming giant of a 
man, a mixture of warrior and priest. Tliis old-fasliioned ecclesiastic 
was at ease in armor or vestments and sometimes wore both at the 
same time like the fighting churchmen of the old Crusades. Carrillo 
had taken a fancy to the lad and spoke of attaching him to his suite. 
The primate was one of King Henry’s chief negotiators in the coming 
arbitration. 

As they reti-aced their steps Isabella said, “Will you do something 
for me, Alfonso? Do not suggest it as coming from me because all 
these great statesmen would laugh at a girl, but you are the king’s 
brother, a man, and they will not laugh at you. Tell Carrillo that you 
think the Isle of Pheasants is the place for the three kings to meet, 
because none of them will lose dignity there. An island in the middle 
of a river doesn’t belong to anybody.” 

Within a few weeks the spot where the Infantes had watered their 
horses presented a brilliantly changed aspect, and the Isle of Pheas- 
ants was famous. The birds deserted it, driven away by the sudden 
invasion of thousands of human beings. The plenipotentiaries had 
met, agreed with tlie Archbishop of Toledo that the little island, so 
providentially situated at the junction of the tliree frontiers, would 
satisfy all the exacting demands of protocol. The Isle of Pheasants 
was gravely internationalized for the purposes of the parley. 

The threti kings and their escorts had converged upon it from tliree 
sides, each in a separate kingdom, each separated from the neutral 
island by a short distance of shallow water that horses could easily 
ford. There was no town in the vicinity but tent cities arose on the 
river banks, full of the noise of barking dogs and neighing horses 
and sentries shouting in French, Castilian and Catalan and even the 
guttural cries of the Arabic of Granada, for King Henry had brought 
his Moorish guard, to the utter disgust of tlie French. Full also of the 
smells of holiday wine being broached and of Guipuzcoa cider from 
the orchards of tlie Basques hereabouts, whose warning that it was 
heady and treacherous could not be understood. And full of the min- 
gled smells of cooking to the rear of the camps where carcasses of 
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beeves and wild boars and deer with the uiitlcrs stiil on roasted cm 
giant spits all day over pits of glowing otnlmrs. And tlu' Icsss appetiz^ 
ing, but ordinary and acceptable sinells of garbage' bolng thrcjwn into 
the river and horses’ hooves Imming as bhutk-stuiths shod !ju-sn with 
spiked shoos suitable for a toiiriiaTncad. 

For protocol also demanded a fritaidiy passage al anus in addition 
to the [easting to put everycuu; in good spirits Ijejoir Ifu' .seritnis hnsi- 
ness of arbitration; and for ibis a lilting Held !md ben-n sluktal out on 
the Isle of PheasantSs marked by spears iVt.un which l!iiPenHl--!n ex- 
actly equal proportion, iiont; higher liaui anolhei the fuarmx'rs of 
Castile, of France and of Aragon. Tht^ pi’ofusi(!n of brighlly colored 
flags, each with its proud long history, tateh with its jeahms lu?raldk' 
significance, ramgling in frieudly t'loseness, ungunnl well for the suc- 
cess of tlie parley. 

In equally friendly dosemess the sovi-veign.s sat in tlu' shade of a 
clotli-of-gold pavilion during the running of thn li.sis, tlu* only occa- 
sion that Isabella and Alfonso were permitted on the island. It .seemed 
to the princess that the Frendi king mnsl be very slunl of funds, for 
he and all hi.s suite were dresse<l in homespun ain! odeii he. east a 
greedy eye (or perhaps it v\-as seoniful) on the eo.sfly ismopy that 
King Henry hud provided. .She did tiot kn<t\v, as i .ouis did to a penny, 
the state of the (lastilian treasury. King 1 .om'.s bad not brought his 
queen though John of Aragon had Ins, a hin'd-faeeci wmtrnn many 
years his |iinior; and of coursci King I leniy had his: Qumm juaim was 
Queen of Love and Beauty and would bestow tho |n’i’/,u tni the knight 
she adjudged to have Iwne hims<‘lf mtjsl h<in<jrablv in the Isst.s, Some- 
times such dtHisio)j.s* wen; tlillicidt. r'speeially in inlemational com- 
bats when every precaution luul to be taken lost soniebttdy gel hurt 
and the game degeiicnitc into a serious internal hmal imadt'nt. Cor- 
onal heads mu.st be used ou the spears, thus (‘hanging the h'lhal point 
to a relatively harmless path .S'wortls wtue of ,silver<'d whak;hf)nc. 
And, lest the charging h<n’s<;s crash iunuhtm, a siotU timber burner 
ran tlie length of the lii'ld separating the horsemen, fmaaug litem to 
cross lances altove it. Ncvi‘rth«;les.s, Iht; gitnie eould be rough, and 
Don Beltran, with the (jueeit’.s colons stnamiiug from hi.s la-ha, luig- 
giiig the barrier at a trmaeiidous galltqg sueeectled in unhorsitig a 
french opponent on tht' other side, an almost unheat d ol lout (jf dex- 
terity and strength. 

Queen Juana thrust aside the Howor.s and scroll of poch )' liial were 
to have been the Impulsively .sht' strijjp* d olf a garter ami 



placed it, all perfume and love knots, on the brawny right arm of 
die man who had wrought such a prodigy. King Louis seemed to be 
more interested in the fact that the French knight, having been raised 
to his feet by his squires, could walk off the field, but the incident 
of the garter had not escaped him, for his thin lips were twisted into 
a smile that was very close to a sneer. King John of Aragon, though 
he was well over sixty and supposed to be suffering from cataracts 
on both eyes, leaned forward, reaching for a pair of glasses that hung 
on a chain on his breast among his orders. The Queen of Castile 
wore stockings of Moorish silk, on legs that belonged in a Moorish 
harem! 

“By Godriie muttered. 

His queen frowned and whispered something in his ear, 

“I know I’m here on business,” he repHed in a hearty whisper that 
anyone could hear. . 

“He wouldn’t have unhorsed our son,” die queen said proudly. 

Queen Juana answered diplomatically, “It was agreed that royalty 
should not participate in the sports for fear of accidents. And Prince 
Ferdinand is still really too young, don’t you drink?” 

“The Catalan rebels have reason to fear him,” King John said 
stoutly, 

“Far too young,” the Queen of Aragon agreed. 

In the background the Archbishop of Toledo, who had cheered 
among the rest while the jousting was in progress, now lived up to 
the ecclesiastical cope that he wore during the negotiations and 
frowned mightily at the display which the Queen of Castile had just 
made of her legs. 

In the background also Beatriz de Bobadilla plucked at Isabella’s 
sleeve and whi.spered, “Somebody’s been looking at you instead of 
tlie lighting. Pie hasn’t even noticed my dressl” 

Her brother warned in her other ear, “Don Ferdinand of Aragon 
has a roving eye,” 

Isabella did not turn to look, for the field was alive with workmen 
who rajiidly broke up the sections of timber fence that divided the 
field and set them in new positions so that they formed a small circle 
directly in front of the royal pavilion. She steeled herself for some- 
thing she had seen many times, something she supposed she was not 
yet old enough to enjoy quite so much as the grown-ups. 

Something wars about to happen in the fenced area before them, 
something diat would cap the sport of the day and add a finishing 
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touch to tlie pagerants and feasting and merriment that had p]-<K.iedcd 
the negotiations. Something stronger than bloodless figlits with 
whalebone swords and blunted lances. Something that would servo', 
a purpose a.kin to tiie coffee that Moors drank after .a lieavy supirer. 
or brandy that Christians di’ank: something at once stimuluting and 
soothing, after which the mind was clear and the emotions quiet, 
ready for sober state affairs. 

The ape on horseback. A classic sport. It was quicker titan Imlh 
lighting and hilariously funny. 

A spirited white pony, wliite for a special reason, was led pranc-iiig 
into the arena. To its back, fastened by an iron belt to the saddle, 
was a big black foolish ape. Its arms and legs were free; its more- 
than-human feet gripped at tlie saddle gii'th with toes like fingers; 
its scarcely iess-tlian-human face grimaced in fetir. Then came the 
dogs, snapping and snarling, led on stout leather leashcts by men in 
leg armor, for the dogs were starved for the occasion. In the arena 
the man who was holding the horses bridle hurled pepper into the 
ape’s face, another handful into the pony’s nostrils, and leapt over 
the fence. Simultaneously the dog tender.s slijyped the leashes of the 
dogs and jumped to safely. The aj^e screamed, the horse neighed pit- 
eously, rearing up and charging blindly among tin; dogs, which in- 
stantly attacked it viciously. 

Now the reason for the white became apparent, siiK;e blood showed 
more vividiy against it as the hounds leapt iq) and slashed their fangs 
again and again into the horse’s flanks. Instinct drove him to try to 
protect himself by kicking; his hooves were spike -shod to lietter his 
chances; one lucky kick caught a dog in the belly and scut him .sailing 
like a shot from a catapult over the barrier almo.st into tla^ royal pa- 
vilion, where he fell dying, his inte.stines gushing out on the grass. 
But instinct also drove the other dog.s to the hoj'se’s thre»at, which 
presently became red-wattled with hanging shr«,.'ds of torn flesli. 
Shortly a critical vein was .slashed, and his head went down. The 
dogs tore off his ears, 

The baiting of the horse would have been suffieic.'ntly amusing in 
itself, since it was very like bull baiting, anotlier popular sport. But 
the thing tliat made the ape-on-horseback so excruciatingly funny, so 
funny that the spectators laughed till their .side.s ached, laughed till 
tears streamed out of their eyes, was the absolutely fantastic behavior 
of the ape, He could not be unhorsed, no matter liow quickly hi.s 
mount reared and maneuvered to escape the dogs, becau.se he wa.s 
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chained to tlic saddle. His feet, which at first had gripped the girth 
like an iinsldlled caballero’s, had now been bitten. Maddened by pain 
he both kicked like a man and clutched like the ape he was, tiying 
with bleeding feet to beat off the dogs or to catch them and stirangle 
them. Meanwliile his arms flailed wildly about, tearing at the horse’s 
mane, beating at the horse’s neck and head, pounding the horse’s 
rump or warding off with an upstretched arm the leaps of the dogs 
when at times they jumped clear over tlie horse’s back. It was as if a 
liorscman witli four arms had suddenly gone wildly, aimlessly mad. 
The shrieking of tlie ape, high-pitched and human, the screams of 
the horse and the snarling of tire dogs merged into a steady war of 
passion-begotten sound, and found a counterpart, from wliich it was 
almost indistinguishable, in shrieks of laughter and yells of encour- 
agement from the spectators, now for the horse, now for the dogs, 
now for the ape, but always to Idll, kill, kill, Mil, Mill 

King John of Aj.'agon, holding liis glasses close, was cheering for 
the ape: “Caballerol Caballerol God gave you four hands! Use them!” 
King Henry cheered the dogs. Queen Juana, Don Beltran now at her 
side, stared entranced at the scene, which was rapidly degenerating 
into a vsea of blood, her breathing rapid, her breast shraining against 
tlie crossed thongs on the bodice of her gown. 

King Louis cheered none of the participants. When Isabella 
glanced at him she discovered with a start that his hard calculating 
eyes were staring straight into hers as if he could read her thoughts. 
He looked quickly away. She wondered what he thought she had 
been thinking; his face was softer than usual. She hoped she had not 
spoiled his sport, and she tried to appear animated. 

She cheered the horse, but it went down at last. The dogs swarmed 
over it and tore out its throat. The ape, falling, was ripped to pieces. 
The game was over. The attendants tlirew huge chunks of meat into 
the arena to satisfy the appetites of the still voracious dogs. Later, 
when they were sleepy, the men would enter with sticks and w'hips 
and salvage those which could be used another time and destroy 
tliose which were too maimed to make another day’s sport. Mean- 
while the royal spectators in the cloth-of-gold pavilion rose and took 
leave of rme another, congratulating King Henry on his entertain- 
ment. 

King Henry’s face was usually pallid, but now it api)eared flushed, 
as if he had drunk too much wine. He left the field on the arm of his 
page. Singing could be heard from liis tent long after sunset, the voice 
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of Francisco de Valdes, accompanied by plaintive strains from the 

Icing’s own lute plucked by die king s own hand. 

Just before dawn when the watcliJBres were low and tlu.'. trc^ad of 
the sentries was heav>' widi fatigue, a figure bent ovtsr Lsubcdla as she 
lay asleep and a hand was pressed firmly over her mouth. She started 
up, and a scream that would have brought the guards llitirKhaing 
to help her, half-formed in her tiiroat, till she heard a well-known 
voice and recognized a friend, 

“Beatriz! What a fright you gave me!” 

“Hush, please, oh please! Not so loud!” 

“But what is die matter?” 

“There is a man in my tent.” 

Again it took all die strength of Beatriz de Bobadilla’s hand to stifle 
the scream, 

“No, no, you do not understand. I let him come in.” 

“Oh Beatriz, for shame!” She was close to tears. “My friend, my 
dear companion, the only one I can talk to! But it isn’t your fault; it 
cannot be. You drank Basque cider at supper— I did not see you, but 
you must have. It is die fault of tliis suave, nnwholesoiTK^ (.'oiintry; the 
air is evil, perfumed, soft, like a wicked Moorish liath. Nay, you are 
here, you came to me, you are not dallying with your tempter. Come, 
let me get up! We will denounce the scoundrel and turn him over to 
the king. Flogging i.s’ too good for him. Thank God you dionght bet- 
ter of die matter.” 

“The man in my tent is the page, Francisco de Valdes, and we 
must not turn him over to the king.” 

King Henry’s attachment for his page was one of the |uieii>st tidliits 
of gossip around the court, but Beatriz was by no means sure that 
Isabella had heard the stories or understood them if slie luid lic'.ard. 
Certainly Beatriz had not mentioned them. 

She ti'ied to explain. “Valdes wants to act like a man. He would 
rather be tilting in the fists than singing to the king night and day. 
Everybody makes fun of him and calls him na.sty names. He can’t 
stand it any more.” 

“Names like ‘sweetheart, sehorita, little darling’?” 

“I didn’t know you knew.” 

“Alfonso told me; so did Padre de Coca.” 

Her brother and her chaplain. Apparently she had hciard, inquired, 
and been informed. Isabella’s education had progressed as rapidly as 
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Beatriz own, but not once had she gos%ed witli her best friend. 

“Poor Henry, poor strange half-brother. It is witchcraft, or some 
foul Moorish curse. He should get rid of those wretched heathen 
companions.’' 

“And I must get rid of the man in my tent! He wants to go over 
to Aragon.” 

“I don't Idanic him, Boutriz.” 

“He said this was the best chance he had ever had. He got as far 
as the river, but the sentries are thick there. One almost caught him; 
that was when lie dodged into my tent. I had to help him, Isabella.” 

Isabella smiled in the darkness. “Of course you did. I understand. 
And now youre in ti’oubie.” 

“Troublel I’m in a mess. In the morning the servants will come to 
make up the bed and clean— and there will be Don Francisco. Trou- 
ble indeed, tie can t go and he can’t stay, I thought of a dress—” 

“He’s much too big,” 

“Anyhow, he refused.” 

“I agree that he cannot stay in your tent. But he can stay in mine.” 
"Oh no—” 

“Till I get him a better disguise.” 

Quickly, quietly, Isabella dressed. She hurried; there remained at 
best another hour of darknes.s. There was only one disguise that 
would serve. At first she thought of her chaplain’s hooded habit, but 
Padre de Coca traveled light and probably he had only one. More- 
over, she was convinced that the good man would take a dim view 
of Valdes’ impersonating a priest, no matter how laudable tlie end. 

But there was her brother Alfonso, and liis powerful friend Car- 
rillo. If tlie primate of Castile did not have an extra monk’s habit 
among all his vestments, copes, layman’s clotliing and spectacular 
suits of armor, who would? She threw a cloak around her and whis- 
pered to Beatrix, “Go Ixick to your tent and wait for me.” 

“Don’t do anything rash, Isabella. Oh dear, I shouldn’t have let him 
in.” . 

“Yes, you should. What I’m planning isn’t wrong; what isn’t wrong 
will prosper.” 

It was a .saying she had picked up from her mother, the Dowager 
Queen, a sort of credo with her. Beatrix heard a sentry salute her 
respectfully, then tramp away as he accompanied her in the direction 
of Don Alfonso’s tent, which adjoined the archbishop’s. Slie slipped 
out in the dark and hurried to her own tent. One was lucky to have 
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so f aitliful a friend as Isabella, One was lucky too, of course, to l)e a 
princess, whom guards did not question, thougli more than one lady 
had stealthily opened the flaps of her tent and disappeared for a 
space during the night while tibe cynical guards turiKnl the othfa; 
way. 

In her tent she whispered hotly, “Ail I know is that you will spend 
the rest of the night with tlie princess. Santiago! if yon so ninch (is 
raise your voice or speak one improper word- 

“Nay, God bless Her Highness!” 

No one much cared, certainly no one questioned the princess's in- 
disposition next day, since it was the day of the parley and she was 
to be left behind. Queen Juana paused briefly at her tent to inquire 
after her, taking care not to disarrange her tiara as she peeked in. 

“A headache,” she announced to Don Beltran at her side. “Notliing 
but a little headacbe.” She had no intention of permitting Beltran to 
enter, and quickly led liim away. 

The king was in a terrible pet. He had had his lureaktast coffee 
as usual, one of his oddities since it was a Moori.sli drink; I, rat Fran- 
cisco had not apiDeared to wake him and s<.;rvc it. Francisco de 
Valdes had disappeared. 

"Everytlnng’s .starting wrong,” he complained, standing at the door, 
peering in peevishly, suspiciously. “This is an unlucky day. Nothing 
will go right, I feel it, My coffee was too strong, I’m all feverish and 
—and nobody can find my page. Dear God, suppose lu^ fell into the 
river and drowned!” 

“It’s very shallow, Your Highnass,” Isabella said from Ian* bed. “Do 
please come in—” 

Doha Beati'iz drew her breath in alarm, turned it into a cough and 
just succeeded in keeping her eyes from .straying to Isabella’s bed, 
where two large coverlets draped to tlie ground. 

“-or remain outside. Your Highness. I’m afraid of the draft.” 

“True, true!” muttered the king, drawing back and closing the flap 
hurriedly. Doila Beatriz had coughed; Doha Isabella, covtrrcd up as 
.she was, had obviously taken a chill. King Henry wa.s not a man to 
hazard ills health lightly. 

‘‘You didn’t see Francisco, did you? A sentry reported that he took 
you. to Alfonso’s tent last night” 

“I was wakeful I felt uneasy. I spoke to Alfonso about a ride today, 
btit I don’t suppose we’ll be able to take it now.” 



“No, no, i suppose not. It s Better to stay in bed. Weil, get well, 
Isabella. Ill send you a surgeon if I can find one. Pest! I can’t even 
find Francisco. He’s drowned, or somebody stole him. Santiago! How 
I shall whip him for upsetting me so. It 'v^l be a pleasure. With my 
own liands 111 whip him on his bare back; it will be a pleasure. Poor 
dear Francisco! I hope he’s not drowned.” 

“I’m sure you’ll find him,” Isabella said. She breathed a prayer of 
thanks that no one, apparently, had noticed a tail dark figure of a 
monk slip into her tent just before sunrise. But if anyone had, she 
was quite prcx^ared to say that she had asked for the services of a 
priest when she felt her sudden sickness come on during the night. 
It would have been a lie; she did not like to He; but in one sense it 
would not have been a lie at all, for assuredly Carrillo had helped 
in the abduction of King Henry’s page, and assuredly Carrillo was a 
priest. 

Her brother Alfonso laughed heartily when he visited her later in 
the day, for he was left behind too while the great ones went to 
parley on the Isle of Pheasants. 

“The archbishop scowled and spat and slapped his thigh and swore 
tlirough a whole litany of saints. Then he swore by a pandemonium 
of devils. And then he produced the monk’s habit. Today he told me 
a good deal more about Henry, things I can’t repeat in front of la- 
dies.” 

“Valdes knows them and I don’t believe them,” Isabella said. 

“Sister, that is most enigmatic. Shouldn’t he come out before he 
smothers?” 

“Not till it’s dark, I’m afraid.” 

“Are you all right, Valdes?” Don Alfonso asked. 

The muffled grateful voice from the ground under the bed an- 
swered, “All right, thanks to God and Your Highness.” 

“There’s scarcely a scntiy left, Isabella, Everyone’s on the island 
making a great display. No one would question a monk walking to- 
wards the forest,” Don Alfonso persisted. He was ill at ease at the 
thought of his sister harboring a fugitive all day. 

“They will tarry on the island till nightfall at least. Villena and 
Carrillo will talk endlessly; the queens will have to have tlieir say, 
especially the Queen of Aragon, who seems a most forceful person. 
No, we have time, and at night we will be sure of success.” 

“I think tjou ought to be Castile’s advocate,” her brother said, 

“You know I’ll never rule Castile; yon might have; I never.” 
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“And you wolild have been my prime 

“Silly.” 

“Am I silly. Doha BeaWz?” 

“She should be queen,” Beatiiz de Bobadilla said unequi vocally. 

To Francisco de Valdes, sweating and hopeful undcn- the bed, their 
young uninhibited conversation made at least as good sense as the 
talk he heard day in and day out among the ecumst^llors of King 
Henry the Impotent. 

“She should!” he agreed in a low voice, but it was niu filed by the 
coverlets that hid him and no one heard. 

On the Isle of Pheasants during tire day the presentatioo of con- 
flicting claims consumed interminable hours. The King of France lis- 
tened poHtely, saying nothing. By sunset there were undoubtedly 
more speeches to come, but Louis XI, casting a weary eye at the fail- 
ing light, cut the King of Aragon off in the middle of a sentence. 

*T am happy that everyone is in agreement,” lie said sharply. His 
chancellor, as at a signal, handed him a large roll of parchment which 
had apparently been prepared before the parley began, for it was 
already engrossed in treaty form, lacking only the signatures of the 
liigh contracting parties. “It is always a delight when one can con- 
tribute to peace. I am, of course, particularly bappy from a personal 
point of view that my own troops will not be involvcxl in battle, 
neither against Castile—” he stared hard at King Henry, wlio dropped 
his eyes “—nor against Aragon.” And he levehid his colt! hard eyes at 
King John. 

“But by God, Your Majesty, I am the aggrieved party. King Henry 
sent troops to aid my rebellious subjects against me, his own cousin!” 

“So he did, sir. And they have been rather successful against you. 
I was under the impression that that was why yoti first appealed to 
France.” 

“Wliich of us would Your Majesty fight?” Bio Queen of Aragon de- 
manded, her face taut and angry. 

“Why, madame,” the French king replied softly, “whic‘h(‘w.r of you 
refuses to sign,” 

The French army was the envy and fear of every king in Europe, 
Neither Aragon nor Castile wanted war with Louis. 

King Henry bit his fingernails. King John glowered. But the French 
grand chancellor began to read the treaty, and little by little their 
faces relaxed. It was a masterpiece of the policy that had made King 
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Louis famous, respected and feared. If it held any of the subterfuges, 
for which he was equally famous, they did not appear on the surface. 

Everyone Involvcjd would win. Only neutral Navarre, which was 
not represcntcnl, lost anything. King Henry, as a successful invader 
to w'hom soxnetliiiig was due, got a slice of territory wliich pushed 
die frontier of Castile to Estrella in Navarre imd included drat forti - 
fied town, in rotiim for wliich he ^reed to call back his soldiers and 
stop helping the Aragonese rebeS. King John of Aragon, who had 
ancient claims on Navarre, agreed to let Castile have tfiat portion. 
King John, relieved of the menace of the rebels, also received assur- 
ances from France that France would wiilidraw from some border 
cities about w'hich France and Aragon had been disagreeing for 
years, a sore spot that had immobilized thousands of Aragonese 
troops. The French would simply withdraw. King Louis, for his part, 
agreed not to press his own substantial claims against Navarrese ter- 
ritory, which he possessed of ancient right no less than King John. 

Thu,s, without cost to themselves, Castilian pride was satisfied, tlie 
King of Aragon once more sat securely on his throne; and an aura 
of friendliness, confirmed by a great feast which was also prepared 
in advance, descended upon the Isle of Pheasants. In the darkness 
Francisco cle Valdes, having w'alked unchallenged to the river, 
weighted his monk’s haliit with a stone and swam across to the camp 
of the Ai-agonese. 

Before the smnmcxr was out King Henry would discover that his 
proud new frontier was utterly indefensible and that the town of 
Estrella’s fortifications faced both ways: the walls would be manned 
by indignant Navarrese and the gates would be slammed in his face. 
Everything would be just a,s it had been before, except that the rebels 
no longer menaced King Jolm and the balance of power had been 
restored. 

King l*ouis perfornurf a graceful act for Isabella, who, Queen 
Juana had mentioned, >vas sick. He offered the services of his per- 
sonal physician. 

“it is not fitting for a man to attend an Infanta of Castile,” Queen 
Juana had replied primly. 

“Oh, I think it is, I tliink it is in tliis case,” King Henry had an- 
swered. “She looked most alarmingly flushed and she was simply cov- 
ered with blankets, simply covered. It might be a contagious fever.” 

“Madame,” said the French king, “when you see my physician you 
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will not think of him as a man. But he is extraordinarily competent.” 
He was also one of Louis’s most trusted spies. 

The queen saw him and agreed that such a creature would cause 
no scandal. She wished all of Isabella’s admirers were as ugly as the 
humpbacked physician, who, Louis said, was tlie Chevalitu' Olivier 
le Daim. His was the only elaborate garb in the entire hVciH 'h camj), 
witli upturned points on liis shoes ^ long that tasscled goldcm garters 
secured them under the knees. 

Isabella received him in some alarm and confusion wlum he ar- 
rived the next day. He had with him a beautiful dog— she thought it 
might be, perhaps, a custom for hunting dogs to accompany French 
physicians when they made calls on die sick; this one was .scarcely 
more dian a puppy. 

“I am really ever so much better, Seilor le Daim.” 

He smiled, bowing very low. “It jumps to my eyes that Your High- 
ness speaks truly,” he said. “Now I need only report to my master 
that Your Highness’s recoveiy is complete, for w'hich, I assure Your 
Highness, he prayed all night long.” 

“Assure His Majesty that I am most grateful for hivS prayers,” Isa- 
bella said. But she added, since the hunchback’s eyes were full of 
amusement, “I was extremely ill last night, just the same.” 

“His Majesty knows that you had reason to be. His Majesty desired 
me to teU you—” he lowered his voice and glanced over his shoulder 
“—that a certain Spaniard swims marvelously well, but is careless 
when it comes to disposing of monkish apparel. It floats. I buried it. 
No one will know.” 

“His Majesty seems to be well informed,” Isabella said doubtfully. 
"But I know notliiiig of these matters.” 

“Alas, then Your Highness will not understand tht; words I was 
commanded to add, namely, ‘Valdes is safe in the suite of Prince 
Ferdinand of Aragon.’” 

“It is always a pleasure to hear that anyone is safe, Seuor le Duiin,” 
vShe was less and less at ease with the Frenchman. 

But the Frenchman, hesitating only a moment, said in a scjrioiis 
voice, freighted with candor, “My master thought he road your lu;art 
at the disgusting spectacle of the ape-on-horseback, for ho also likes 
animals. Frankly, I advised Mm against sometMng that he com- 
manded me to say, since I did not believe that a young woman could 
keep a secret. But my master is never wrong; your cautious ans vipers 
uphold his infallible instinct about people. He said you were the 
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greatest statcsiwan at the Spanish court. He said that Your Highness 
will hear, at a future date, that the ti-eaty signed last night stipulates 
the marriage of the Infanta Juana, whom some call La Beltraneja, 
to my master’s bs'otlioj', the great Duke of Guiemie. My master corn- 
mandetl me to say that in his heart he wishes it were you, not the 
Princess Juana, and that he will work to that end.” 

It was a strange, Icft-lianded proposal. She wondered why the 
Ph'enc'Ii king would make it on the sly, with such confidence tliat she 
v/ould keep it secret. Suddenly the suspicion struck her that he did 
not cai'c if slic kept it. He was reputed to Hke to stir up quarrels 
among his neighbors. 

"I. um not versed in politics, and I am far too young to think of 
marriage yet, Sefior le Daim.” She nodded slightly, and he knew he 
was dismissed. 

“Before I go,” the frenchman said, “my master begs you to accept 
tliis little hound. He will grow up into a magnificent hunter.” 

Apparently tlie sinister French king also knew that she liked hunt- 
ing. It was uncomfortable to be the object of so much and such ac- 
curate interest. 

But tlio friendly little animal was sniffing at her slippers and 
wagging his tail. There would be no harm in accepting him and she 
did not wish to stand talking too long to tlie Frenchman. 

‘T am afraid I have nothing but thanks to give to His Majesty in re- 
turn,” She smiled, patting the head of the pu|)py, who promptly 
licked her hand, then tentatively took her fingers in Ms raoiitli and 
decided not to bite because they weren’t food. Isabella laughed. 
“What is his name;?” 

The Frenchman wu.s bowing himself away. “My master will be 
bounteously recompens(.'il if you will call him Charles, wdiich is the 
name of his brother, the Duke of Guienne.” 

Charles seemed a foolish name for a handsome puppy. So did Car- 
los, its Spanish counterpart. 

“Fil call him Duke ” .she compromised, “and thank King Louis very 
much for me.” 
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AliTER THE COSTLY MEETING ON THE ISLE OF PHEASANTS, WHICH HAD 

placed a heavy burden on the Castilian ti-easury, a lengthy period 
o£ armed neutrality ensued between Isabella and her half-brother 
the king. She began to realize that a man is not neces.sarily harmless 
because he has little oddities of speech and effeminate manners. 
Sometimes such a man also possesses a womans intuition. 

Grieving over the loss of his favorite page, King Henry became 
morose and suspicious. He seemed to connect Francisco s disappear- 
ance somehow with Isabella, and often questioned her closely on her 
activities dmang that night when the sentry reported that she had 
visited the tent of her brother Alfonso. He would bring up the sabject 
quite suddenly in the middle of a conversation about soineliiing else, 
seeking to catch her off her guard, as if he were looking (or her to 
betray herself by an altered expression or the flicker of an eye. It was 
a constant strain, but it taught her self-control; .she remtiincHl bland 
and calm under his most stealthy assaults. 

Unable to confirm his suspicions, he bani.shod her from tlui prin- 
cipal supper table and relegated her to the .siicond tabic, which was 
one step lower tlian the king's. It was a sign of public displeasure in a 
court where nobles had been known to fight bitter privates wars over 
an inch or two of difference in the elevation of the; dais on whicjh a 
table stood, or whether one ate one’s supper scat<3d in a c'hair witli 
arms, without arms, or on a common bencli. 

Don Alfonso promptly deserted the royal table also and went to 
sit beside, his sister. He was allowed to remain; the king declared 
that he had been thinking of bringing down the former litar ])r(;sump- 
tive a notch or two anyhow'. In the first flush of his popularity upon 
the birth of the Infanta Juana, wliich was enhanced by his diplomatic 
success at the Isle of Pheasants, King Henry felt himself very strong. 
He w'ould have been perfectly happy but for the loss of Francisco 
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de Valdes. He had replaced the page with the noble son of a Moorish i 

potentate in Granada, but tiirbaned little Ahmed brewed tlie coffee 
too strong and sang with an Arabic accent which Henry found of- i 

fensive. 'i 

The Ar(d\l)isliop of Toledo on his &st appearance at court after 
the Isle of Phcsisunts, noting the public degradation of the Infantes, s 

frowned and rtd'ii.sed to sit at the royal table. He had actually taken J 

a few steps to\\ards Isabella and Alfonso when the king called him ; 

sharply back. I 

“What is this, my lord archbishop? Are you heading a faction i 

against me? Do you wish it to be said that there is a king’s party 
and a i^arty for the children of the Dowager Queen? Sit down, sir!” 

'‘You are dividing the kingdom, sire, not I, since you are dividing ; 

the royal family. If the Infantes may not sit at your table they may j 

always sit at mine.” 

“Go ahead and take them. It ■will be a relief to get diem out of | 

my sight.” 

“May I?” 

“It will be a relief.” 

But there were social objections to taking them both since Camh 
lo’s e.stablislnnent was almovst excla.sively male, composed of priests 
and soldiers. 

“I will take Alfonso first,” he said, sitting down. “Isabella is a woman 
and I shall have to make special arrangements for her. My house- ! 

hold is not organized on a female bash.” 

“Put her in a <mnvcTit. You of all people ought to be able to arrange 
that,” . I 

For obvious reasons the archbishop did not care to probe the 
cause of Henry’s In’ttcr resentment against Alfonso and Isabella. f 

"I do not think u comment would be wise. She evinces broad inter- ^ 

ests, a capacity for .state affairs tliat would be wasted in a convent.” j 

“I think a convcait would be ideal,” Queen Juana said, adding in I 

her tlioughts, “And the stricter tlie better!” Isabella was growing more 1 

striking every montli, every week, almost every day. The minstrels ^ 

had begun to look in the direction of the second table now when ^ 

they entertained at supper. Queen Juana had recourse to the rouge j 

pot more and more frequently to meet the threat to her own great I 

beauty, which she realized with a pang of jealousy would fade in I 

exactly the same proportion as the cool loveliness of Isabella’s young j 

Es?']. T 


womanhood grew into the warmer loveliness of woman] iood full 
biowm. 

“You are not suggesting,” King Henry said to the archInshop, “that 
you think Isabella will ever be queen!” He miniit;ked sing-song th<,! 
nasal tone of a fishwife sneering at a competitor, “Nyah, nyalj, ^sh{^ 
evinces broad interests, capacity for state affairs' does sIk\ What 
broad interests, pray? What broad interests, my lord arc.'hbishop? 
Spiriting away handsome pages to enjoy laseivionsly in tlu? night 
and then have drowned in a river to hide Iter si tame?” 

“Heiny!” warned the queen. 

“What capacity for state affairs? What need has slu^ for such a 
capacity?” 

“Henry, I’ll leave the table!” Queen Juana threateiK’d. 

The king succeeded in restraining himself. “No, no, please. I was 
only about to remark, my dear, that Isabella will never Ire forced to 
bear the burden of government. Already she stands third iti the line 
of succession. Soon she will be fourth, because of a little burden that 
ym bear, eh, Juana?” 

“It is a little early to announce publicly,” th<^ qiu'cui murmured 
demurely, “but, yes, God will bless the House of 'rrastamara witli 
another child,” 

The archbishop raised his eyebrows. “Indeed?” Ihyond the second 
table, seated at the third, Don Beltran was gorging himself with meat, 
The House of Trastamara forsooth! “I congratulah' Your Highness, 
and the proud father to be.” 

“Thank you,” said King Henry. “This time it will 1 h'. a princ<‘., witli 
God’s help, of course,” 

Queen Juana smiled over the tables to Don lh;ltran. “Witli Cfod’s 
help,” she echoed piously, 

The king said, “You will pray for a xiriucc, my lord arehbisliop?” 
“I will pray,” said Carrillo, “for Castile,” 

“Same thing,” said the king. His mood scoitukI to have lightened. 

It was not lightened for long. The forces he sent to ociaijiy liis nc-w 
city in Navarre discovered that a prolonged siijge w'ould be necessary 
to take the place he thought had been given to him by tre;ity, and 
he could not afford a .siege. The army, unpaid and nnprcjyared to 
fight, fell back to the old frontier on their own, without orders, and 
deserted. He sent out couriers witli angry protests to Aragon, to 
France. King John replied that he had only relinquished a riglit to 
the city, not guaranteed to deliver it; and added, slyly that he was 



sure that his good cousin in Castile would rejoice with him that the 
Aragonese rebels were now loyal and orderly. King Louis replied 
that he too had merely relinquished a right to Navarre, and men- 
tioned that he would not at this time send a bill for the splendid 
feast on thts Isle of Pheasants, which, since the island lay in ceded 
territory, was now properly chargeable to tlie treasury of Castile. 
King Ilciiiry funuul and bit his fingernails and whipped his Moorish 
page. The multiple indignities! To be tlireatened with a bill for en- 
tertainment, an entertaimnent that was part of an arbitration, an 
arbitnition that was to give him a town, a town that his soldiers could 
not occupy Irecaiise they had deserted, and deserted because he 
could not pay their wages! Round and round, caught in a vicious 
downward spiral of misfortune where one catastrophe begat the 
next He cursed Ms empty treasury. 

It was not his nature to practice economy, since he could not bear 
the diought of denying Mmself luxury. Therefore he blamed Ms ad- 
visors. Duped on all sides, he now broadened the scope of Ms anger 
to include not only Isabella and Don Alfonso, who had spoiled Ms 
pleasure, but also Ms chief negotiators at the Isle of Pheasants, Arch- 
bishop Carrillo and the old court favorite, the Marqu4s of Villena. 

Thus the factions grew wider apart and more clearly defined. 
Queen Juana and Don Beltran were delighted at the turn of events. 
There were soft words of self-congratulation between them. Villena 
and Carrillo lay under the king’s displeasure! Their own star was in 
the ascendant! With undisputed power assured over die king, whom 
somebody would always dominate, all Castile would He in the palm 
of their hands. 

Quick to pu.sh an advantage, since the king was unstable, the 
queen resolved to confirm herself in that power. The method by 
which she .schomcsd to accomplish her end was particularly congenial 
to her temper, since it would eliminate Isabella once and for all. 

Queen Juana had been a Portuguese princess before she married 
Henry the Lil)erai and became Queen of Castile. Her brother wavS 
the King of Portugal, fat, rich, prcmdentially a widower, and well 
into his middle age, which was of the flabby sort. Why not arrange 
a marriage between him and Isabella, who was young, it is true, but 
by no means too young to furnish her fat brother with heirs to the 
Portuguese throne? Disparity of age was no drawback to a royal mar- 
riage. Plad not the treaty of the Isle of Pheasants destined the Duke 
of Guienne for little Juana Beltraneja, a man twenty years older than 
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the child who was just learning to walk? And the queen derived a 
secret pleasure from the prospect of a bleak and loveless marriage 
for Isabella. How easily the arguments took shape in her Himd! How 
plausible they werel Isabella was grave, high-inindtal, selhdisci- 
piined, calm, passionately devoted to Castile and stendy schooled 
by her mother (the old fool!) to venerate tiui idc-al of kingship. \Vcre 
not these the perfect prerequisites for a <(n(‘en? Nor would it ho 
anything unusual. The royal family of Castik; luul lovmed unious lor 
centuries with the other two Christian kingdoms of l]>e juniinsula, 
now with Portugal, now witli Aragon. There could h<; no poHlicul 
objection from PTenry to his half-sisters rnarriagt* with Alfonso, “liu^ 
African,” of Portugal. 

But there was more. The Portuguese king was as rich as King 
Henry was poor, by reason of the Portuguese-African trade. True, 
the Portuguese explorers had not yet found their way to the fabtiloiis 
wealth of India in their efforts to sail around Africa, which seemed 
ever so much larger than anyone had expecteiL But African gold 
dust, ivory and apes (for die noble sport) and exotic woods and dyes, 
and above all shiploads of Negro slaves poured into Porlnguesc har- 
bors and heaped gold into tlio coffers of Alff)n.so the Africfaii. He was 
not, of course, of African blood any more than tinj Sc*ipio Africanus 
of ancient Roman times. It was mta-ely a classic custom to call a 
king occasionally by a title that commemorated somt' f{)reign exxiloit: 
Alfonso the African of Portugal had once k;d an <.'xpeditiori against 
the Moors of Tunis, where his meager succes.s had won him his glam- 
orous title of honor. 

Less compelling arguments than the.se would have convinced 
Henry the Impotent, who was anxiou.s to get rid of Isabella and still 
grieving over the lo.ss of Francisco, But jnana’s c-rowniug argument 
was the best of all. 

"Once my brother sees Isabella he will beggar himself to possos.s 
herl” 

"Do you think he will make me a .settlement on hcrF" 

“Such a settlement ns you’ve never dreamed of! I know iny In-utluir. 
Castile’s financial troubles will vanish.” 

“Now why didn’t somebody think of tin’s before!” h<’ cried ]'>lain- 
tively. “Nobody ever gives me a thought 1 am TU!ver considered; 
I am of all the world’s kings the most ill used, absolutely ill mru/I I'll 
send off a courier at once!” 

“Not too fast Henry. Yon mLi.st not thr«)w her at lum. Make him 
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pant for her. Invite my brother the king to some likely place in Cas- 
tile, Gibraltar for instance, where he can look across to Africa; the 
air is soft and romantic in the south. Call it the anniversary of his 
glorious African expedition. Join him there. Celebrate. Let him see 
Isabella; then make the offer while she is under his eyes. Let her 
wear that dress and we must teach her to drink more wine. But do 
not throw her at him or he will make you a smaller settlement.” 

“What a magnificent plani Villena could never have thought of 
this.” 

“Neither Villena nor Carrillo. Only Don Belhan and I have your 
true interests at heart. Dear Henry!” She kissed him. 

“Upon my word!” he remarked, his jeweled fingers to his Kps. 
Then thoughtfully, “I suppose we ought to do that in public from 
time to time.” 

“Have I ever refused?” 

“I was only thinking. I heard the whisper La Beltraneja again the 
other day. Some of Carrillo’s and ViUena’s followers, I suppose.” 

“If Isabella were safely married, and if her brother —he’s not robust, 
you know— there would be no more of these wliispers.” 

“Oh no, Juana, I couldn’t do away with the boy.” 

The queen shrugged. “No, I suppose not. That wouldn’t be right, 
would it? The archbishop) would surely disapprove.” 

“Anyhow, are you not going to give me a prince?” 

“I promise, with God’s help.” She smiled. “Do remember, my dear, 
how much Don Beltran and I love you. Now don’t you think you’d 
better go practice your lute or perhaps have some coffee? A maid is 
coming to give me my bath.” 

“I just don’t Zike Ahmed,” he grumbled, accepting his dismissal. 

In the hail he happened to meet Don Beltran. “Do go see the 
queen!” he whispered excitedly. “She ha.s just had the most fasci- 
nating inspiration.” 



SPiytNG COMES EABLY IN GIBRALTAB, AND THE KAHl.V MONTHS OV I'ni'l 

year are diy, since everything in Spain is dilhavnt; May and June, 
which elsewhere are wet, are in Gibraltar almost rainless. This, 
though little else, Queen Juana had known about The. ih>ck when 
she suggested it as a likely spot for Alfonso the African to meet Isa- 
bella. Star-spangled nights were a certainty, with a lioiujj'-coiored 
moon rising out of die Mediterranean, drenelung lh(^ undcint towers 
of the Moorish castle with a warm romantic light, in siu^h a light 
the fat Portuguese king would perhaps appear younger than he was, 
and perhaps it would work a magic on Isabella, who had not shown 
enthusiasm for the union. 

No one indeed was well informed about Gibraltur. Neither King 
Henry nor King Alfonso had ever btdore .set foot in the place, nor 
any of the elegant nobles who frequcnto.d their conii.s: it was a recent 
acquisition of one of Castile’s most Hery and inirudable noblemen, 
the Duke of Medina Sidonia, who.se vast (.‘.states lay far to the south 
in Andalusia bordering on die Moorish frontier. Medina Sidouia, lik(i 
frontiersmen living in any age clos(^ to die enemy, wa.s lita'cedy inde- 
pendent, as quick to fight a private feud as a war with the national 
enemy. He possessed that other charuetcristic of rottgh and ready 
frontiersmen as well; he was almost patlK^tieaily cagi'r to be fiisi: 
as cultured as the polite inhabitanls of the capital. His private army 
had wrested Gibraltar from die Moors less than two yccirs before. 
When he heard that two kings and a prince.ss were to honor liis new 
possession with a visit he was beside himself with joy and engaged 
a tutor to help him eliminate the WTir.st of tiu^ .solt'cistns of in’s Anda- 
lusian dialect. 

His hospitality was lavish. 

Medina Sidonia formed at once the usual opinion of lienry the 
Impotent, but shrugged it off with a smile. So be it. A.s long as such 



a weakling sat on the throne of Castile the duke need never fear 
that his overlord would curtail his own absolute power over his enor- 
mous Andalusian estates, where he ruled with almost regal antliority. 
He curled his lip at Henry’s Moorish page. Moors were not fashion- 
able here in the south where the Reeonquest was still a reality. 

'‘We never honor the infidel hereabouts, Your Highness,” he ven- 
tured to say to the king. 

“My dear duke, I do not like Ahmed at all, not at all. But I lost 
my favorite page and nobody else can brew me my coffee. Perhap.s 
you have someone. It would be a most welcome gift. Yes? No?” 

Medina Sidonia did not care for Moorish coffee; and Gibraltar, it 
seemed to him, should already have constituted a most welcome gift 
to the king, who had neglected to thank him for it. 

The duke replied that he, his house and all his possessions were 
the property of his liegelord the king of Castile, kissing (as the for- 
mula went in sj^eech) the king’s hands and feet. 

“Oh dear,” said the king, for of all Castile’s polite phrases tliis was 
the most empty and meaningless. Perhaps he should have brought 
tlie queen to charm a good page out of this rastic grandee; he must 
have many likely lads in his service. But Queen Juana had stayed 
behind for reasons of her own, something connected with Isabella’s 
brother, who, the queen said, was too frail to undertake the long 
journey. 

Isabella had ridden the whole way, scorning a litter, scorning a 
mule, scorning even a side saddle. The frontiersman in Medina Si- 
donia might have preferred a pale princess in a litter, but he could 
also admire a princess who could ride a horse sixty-five leagues with 
a seat like a Caballero’s and airive fresh and radiant at the end of 
her journey. 

Instructed by Henry, who had been instructed by Juana, Medina 
Sidonia conducted the royal visitors on a tour of the Moorish castle, 
then arranged (as the sun was sinking) to leave Isabella and her 
royal suitor alone in each other’s company while the rest of the party 
withdrew out of earshot but not— quite— out of sight, for the sake of 
propriety. Everyone knew the purport of the meeting: Portugal had 
signified his willingness to marry the Castilian princess and all that 
remained was Isabella’s formal acceptance of her king and her crown. 
When, as the queen had put it, he began to pant for her, Portugal’s 
settlement, already generous, could be hoisted to the breaking point. 
No one, knowing Isabella, doubted that Alfonso the African would 
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pant, and pay. Nor did anyone doubt that Isabella would accept 
him, for she had not, in fact, actually refused. F.vciy string of Iicr 
heart had been skillfully played upon: her duty as a princess, who 
ought never to think of herself; her patriotism; the advantages (d‘ 
lasting peace with Portugal; but above, all the streugthciung oi Clas- 
tile and the presentation of a united front against thti Moors, 

Medina Sidonia, noting tliat her cheek wa.s pale under her henlUiv 
tan, had taken her aside on a pretext of explaining iiie rnaehieojuUiJsi 
of one of the forti’css’s walls, through which boiling pitch and rnoltcai 
lead could be hurled down on the heads of attticker.s. “Will you ac- 
cept the king of Portugal, mi pHmesa? By God, you need not if you 
do not want tol" The duke of Medina Sidonia could mnster an arnif'd 
force almost the equal of Henry’s own, and far morc^ loyal. 

“I wish to do what is right, my lord duke; may God instruct my 
heart.” 

’*Anien,” said tlie duke. “But I will pray that Ho doi^s not instruct 
you to tlirow it away.” 

“Many have advised me to accept him, for the good of the*, state'..” 

“The good of the statel What about the good of l.sabella. Infanta 
of Castile?” His honest eyes f[a.s'hed. It was on the tip eif his lawless 
tongue to blurt out that only ugly royal priiu'e..ss(\s ought to be sac- 
rificed for political ends, and that if King Jh'ury wi.sht'd to sescure 
his kingdom he ought to fight for it 

“On tlie other hand,” Isabella .smiled, “certain (glu'rs have advi.sed 
me to refuse the king.” 

“Good! And if lieury the Im™-I mciin, the lalK'vul, g(H:s into a 
tantrum over your refusal, come to tne. The lancx^s tiud took Gibral- 
tar are not afraid of the kingl” 

“No, friend, I .should not wish to be caus(5 for faetious against my 
brother the king.” 

“Plalf-brother,” Medina Sidonia muttered. 

“But still the king, sirl Do not forget that.” 

Alfonso the African presented himself on a raitipurt overlooking 
the seia. In the distance, a smudge on the darkening hori'/on, the coast 
of Africa could be .seen. Dutifully Isabella had put on the daring 
gown, but she had thrown a light cloak over the nakedtiess of her 
shoulders on the excuse that the evening Ijreozc wfi.s chilly, -She had 
not dared affront King Henry by sewing a piece of laee into the deep 
decolletage of the bodice, though that had becTi first tliouglit. 
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But she wore on her bosom a jeweled cross, that the sacred symbol 
might seem to whisper, “For shamei” iiF Alfonso the African’s eyes 
should stare too fixedly. 

The Portuguese king was a swarthy man; in his youtli he must have 
been handsome, a sort of male counterpart of Queen Juana’s dark 
beauty. But Juana was much younger than her brother; in him Isa- 
bella saw the ultimate shipwreck of Juana’s charm: the full pouting 
lips grown pendulous in middle age, the plump curves of youth fallen 
flabby with years of good Hving and self-indulgence. 

The king’s hand, into which he took hers as he bent to kiss it, 
was hairy, moist. She straggled to keep her composure at the un- 
expected shock of the contact, standing poised and regal, forcing a 
smile. But in a sudden wild instant of fancy she saw herself leaping 
from the battlement, hurHng herself upon the jagged rocks below. 
She thrust the unworthy thought from her, that coward’s way, way 
of the impious, the damned. She sliivered involuntarily. 

“Cold, little princess?” With a heavy proprietary hand he drew 
her cloak closer around her shoulders. 

“A little,” she said. “I thank Your Highness.” 

In the distance King Henry, spying on them, hissed, “The old 
fool’s covering her up! He’s blind as the King of AragonI” 

Isabella had seen his appraising glance travel her up and down, 
from the silver net on her tawny hair to the tips of her silver slippers; 
she knew he was not blind. She was glad her shoulders were covered 
now. 

He was dimly aware of the figure he might cut in the eyes of a 
girl almost the same age as his own son. He had quickly noticed her 
little shudder and he could not reasonably blame it on a chill in the 
air, which patently did not exist. There had been no welcome in her 
grave wide eyes, looking at him so forthrightly; no coquetry, no cal- 
culated downward glances; only disturbing flecks of luminous green 
in those honest eyes, hike lightning whose power could not yet lx; 
measured. The Castilian Infanta had unsuspected depths. 

The sun set, a full moon rose, and the sea that had been carpeted 
with gold was now carpeted with silver; but the magic of the won- 
drous evening wrought a more potent spell on Alfonso the African 
than on Isabella. He swore to himself he would never give her up. 
Time would cure that little shudder of hers— perhaps she was only 
in awe of him. He would cling to that hope. 

Remembering that she was fatherless, young and deprived of a 
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motlier, since the unfortunate Dowager Queori was so far advanced 
in dementia that she did not recognize her own cluldrcn, the Portu- 
.guese king cleverly offered himself as her protc,ct.or: old enough to 
serve as a fatheiy tender as a mother, and, in addiiii)n, still yo\mg 
enough to be a loving husband, who would deny lier iH)Uung. Wli.al 
was void in her life he promised to fill; what was insetniro lu^ prom- 
ised to make safe; and as for a husband's love, how much heitcr to 
marry a mature man who had already provc*d hirnsc’lf (jompetrnt in 
that respectl 

"There is much in what you say. Your Higlmess; but it is hard 
to grasp all in a breath.” 

"There is time, mi princesa. I do not hurry you.” 

He dwelt on his African adventure, hoping that slie would love 
liim for die war he had fought He had led a fleet of warships into 
the Mediten-anean and attacked the Moors of Tunis in their ancient 
African homeland. True, he had sailed away without conquering any 
territory, but he had struck terror into the hearts of tlic infidels and 
brought back much booty. 

'T wonder that Your Highnes.s traveled so far to st't^k thc^ Moor," 
Isabella said, "when three million of them remain rm Spanish soil." 

He could not admit that a quick raid in a flagship was mor(*. com- 
fortable, more spectacular and far more certain of success than a long 
and tedious war over impassable mountains. He was ashamed to con- 
fess that he was past tlie age when a violent assault on a walled 
city would appeal to him. One chafed painfully in lias saddle when 
one’s thighs were as sub.stantial as Alfonso the African s. 

“It was a matter of strategy,” lu! said pompously. ‘\Slrike at tlicj 
roots, that is my policy; then let the branches w'ither." 

It might have been good strahigy seven centuries c’arlicr, Isabel iu 
knew; but Granada was now more important than tlie African homts 
land. And Granada was in Spain. 

“A princess would not understand war,” the king saitl. 

But most of all he spoke of the personal bencfii.s to lsa!)ella if she 
would accept him: a wardrobe of seven hundred gowns, with jewels 
to match each costume; mirrors from floor to ceiling, not only of 
silver but of gold-had Isabella ever seen a glass mirror !)ackcd with 
pure gold? A inost wondrous invention, imported from the Hcpublic 
of Venice, costly beyond telling, but less than her due! An army of 
personal servants, butlers, fruiterers, confectioners, Indices in waiting, 
maids for the bath, maids to curl tiie hair, maids to paint the finger- 



nails, minstrels to sing her to sleep at night, minstrels to sing her 
awake in tlie morning. Moorish slaves for a bodyguard, if she shared 
King Henry’s predilection for their colorful turbans; Negro slaves if 
she preferrcd—the newest, most amusing fashion in Christendom. 

Isabella was not opposed to slavery for prisoners of war, since 
countless Christians were groaning in Moorish dung<3ons, starving, 
dragging their three-himdred'-pound chains. Pedi-o de Bobadilla, fa- 
ther of her dearest friend, still bore the marks of Moorish cruelty. 
But the notion of slavery because one’s skin was black was new to 
her. 

“There are no Negro slaves in Castile,” she said doubtfully. 

“Portugal started it,” Alfonso said proudly. “It is extremely fashion- 
able, worthy of a queen. One day the custom will sweep the world.” 

“Are they Christian?” 

“Never did a race espouse Christianity so enthusiastically! No, mi 
princesa, set your mind at rest in that respect.” 

“Then why aa-e they slaves?” ‘ 

Alfonso plodded on to other things, for he had marshaled all his 
arguments. The greatest advantage of all was the Portuguese crown. 
Who would refuse a crown, ancient, honorable, rich, and, above allj 
ready! He reminded her that she was third in the line of succession 
for the crown of Castile; nay, probably fourth by now, since Queen 
Juana’s time was past its term and a herald might be expected at any 
hour amiouncing tlie birth of another Infante or Infanta of Castile. 

“From tlie bottom of my heart I wish her well in her travail.” 

He thought he was making progress; he patted her shoulder. He 
touched with some smugness on the generosity of the settlement he 
was prepared to make if she would accept him. “I suppose that the 
annals of Castile will show few instances of so much gold pouring 
into the ti’easnry on the maiiiage of an Infanta. That is the measure 
of my love, Isabella, Your brother the king will lack nothing hence- 
forth.” 

“I am sure it will be a great comfort for him to be able to pay his 
soldiers,” Isabella said thoughtlessly. 

The king’s face changed. “What did you say?” 

“If I rnarry you, he can pay his troops.’’ 

“Just who suggested that, wi prirwesaP Ox did you think of it your- 
self?” His wiiole manner had suddenly altered. He eyed her with a 
look that might be respect, might be suspicion. He had certainly 
stepped back a pace. 
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“It is an honest debt ” she said. Somehow she most have lot slip 
a secret, a secret that displeased tlie Portuguese king. Both Carrillo 
and Viliena had stressed to her the importanc-e of paying tlie troops. 
She had as.siimed that such payment wa.s a matter of trounrum know! - 
o;dge, and it was one of the reasons she liad not public^ly relYi.soti 
to consider the marriage. ‘If Henry had been able to }:>ay them they 
would not have deserted in Navan*e.” 

And Castile would suddenly possess a formidable, stuudiug army, 
a potential threat to Portugal! Alfonso had expected King Henry to 
squander the settlement on isersonal plea.suro.s a.s usual. That would 
have pleased him. But not this. The price of thcj jiriiu’css might he 
too high. 

“I had not .supposed tliat my dear* couvSin of Castile would enqiloy 
the profits of his sister. s marriage for so warlike an end,” Alfonso 
.said. “Such moneys, from such a joyou.s event, ought to be expended 
in happier things, celebrations, tourneys, entertainments, feasting, all 
the good things that I know ray dear cousin enfoys. Someone has 
advised him very ill It cannot be Juana or that good fellow Don 
Beltran, Is it Viliena? Carrillo?” 

It made her feel dirty to Ise made the raedium of exchange} that: 
would furnish fund.s to tempt further her too-(;a.sily tempted half- 
brotlier. “I think a prince’s first duty is always to pay his troops/* she 
said with conviction. The green lightnings in her level look were 
bright, 

“So it is Viliena, it is Carrillo,” he said in a low Ibwurtt'cl voice. 
He was silent for a moment. 

“Wouldn’t yon pay your troops first?” Slu* had u disturbing way of 
asking unanswerable questions. 

“I had not expected our meeting to deal with tlie.se mutters,” Hi.s 
tone was disconsolate. He had hoped for an annoimecanent of the 
betrothal tomorrow. His court poet had already waittmi some ad- 
mirable verses in commemoration of the event. .But not even for S.su- 
bella would he personally raise the specter of a mighty Ga.stilian army 
to threaten himself. He had expected to esiend hi.s* influence, not 
diminish it, 

“I hope i have .said nothing to displease Your nighru^s.s. i only 
told the truth. I think I sliall always tell the truth.” 

“It would simplify things if eyerydmdy did,” lie .said shrugging. She. 
was slipping out of his grasp, a sweet cup snatched away before he 
could taste it. He was far from pleased; but lu’i certainly wa.s eri- 



ligliteoed. "You are either a most guileless child” he said, bowing 
very low, “or the most consummate statesman I have ever been 
worsted by.” The settlement had fallen to zero. He would have her 
cheap or not at ail. 

His kiss at parting was formal, his lips scarcely brusMng the back 
of her hand, their fingertips scai-cely touching. “I beg you to consider 
my suit, Isabella. And I, of course, must consider the details of the 
marriage, contract, which seem to require some clarification. That, 
I believe, may take time. But as I said in the beginning, I do not 
hurry you. Meanwhile, it would not be fair for you to tell anyone 
that you had refused me out of hand.” 

She knew he was asking her to save his face, while tlie negotia- 
tions, no doubt, started over again from the beginning, on a diflFer- 
ent basis. She complied willingly; she too had been enlightened by 
the interview; she felt a sense of relief, as if a reprieve had come 
from a clement monarch to a condemned criminai. 

“Indeed I cannot refuse you, Don Alfonso, for that does not lie 
wholly with me since before an Infanta of Castile can marry, the Cor- 
tes of the realm must assemble and concur in her choice. Is that not 
.so?” 

The king smiled ruefully. “And who told you that, little princes.s? 
Nay, I know. Carrillo again, wasn’t it?” 

“Fm sure it’s a law.” Isabella smiled. 

He sighed; he knew it was a law; he knew too that Henry the 
Impotent would not dare call the Cortes, which would demand that 
he pay his debts. It would have been so pleasant to have got her 
cheap! “By all means, let us respect tlie law.” 

The group around King Henry when they returned were stern- 
faced and solemn; King Henry’s cheeks wej'e wet with tears that 
.streamed down unheeded and dripped from his cliin, which was 
trembling. 

“Oh come now, good cousin.” Alfonso the African laughed. “Do 
not take it so to heart. She didn’t entirely say no. Things will just 
take a little longer to work out, especially,” he added sternly, “the 
little matter of that settlement,” 

“Oh?” , , 

Obviously Henr}' did not understand. 

“It will have to be revised in more realistic terms, applicable to 
the situation,” 

“Situation?” 
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A dusty herald stood in the shadows behind the king. Lsabclia 
touched Alfonso s arm and whispered, “He isn’t crying about us. lie 
wasn’t close enough to hear. I think he’s had bad news. B(;». kind to 
him.” 

“More realistic settlement?” King Henry blinked wiUlly about, 
blinded by sudden torchlight as a group of Por(;ugn(',se rctaiixM’s 
formed about Alfonso to escort him to his qnartor.s. no, not; am 
other blow today!” He seemed to grasp some of the import of Al- 
fonso’s words. "Settlement dead. Son dead. .1 am ill used, ill by 
Heaven itselfl I cannot bear itl” He turned and fietl weeping from 
the castle battlement. The assembled notables who had come to wit- 
ness the first meeting of Alfonso the African and Isabella ])roke uj) in 
indecorous confusion. 

Isabella found herself on the arm of Medina Sidonia, who.se jaw 
was set like granite. “What did he mean, son dead, seilor duke?” 

"Queen Juana has just borne him, or somebody, a dead boy, Don 
Beltran de la Gueva is said to be weeping his hand.some eyes out 
at her bedside.” 

She snatched away her arm. “For shame for that! Have you no 
heart? If you have no heart, have you no manners?” 

He slirugged. “None of the one, Tm afraid; inaybt!! a little of the 
other.” They walked so:ina time in silence in tine direction of her 
apartments. “What did King Henry mean by no setdementF he 
asked. 

He would find out anyhow. Everybody would know. “Portugal 
does not think Tm wortli a Castilian anny’s wagc.s,” she replied. 

Medina Sidonia grinned. “Good girl! Yon could not h.avo ])lann<‘d 
it better.” 

“I did not plan it at all. But I’m glad of the way it turntMl out. 
No one is insulted.” 

At the door of her apartment ho said, “The king will .set out for 
the north tomorrow at dawn. You don’t have to go with liiin if yt'U 
don’t want to, you know. My house and all 1 pos.s-ess- hang it all, 
princess, I cannot mouth the courtly words. Stay here and ](>{ me 
take care of you.” 

Poor Juana. She has been good to me. Sbe needs friends no\v.” 

Medina Sidonia grinned again, les.s pleasantly. “Ask Beatrix dc 
Bobadilla about poor Juana, and your brother.” 

Isabella looked at him, her eyes wide with alarm and uncertainty. 
Ihe Infante was slightly ill; the queen, who of course could not 
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travel anyway, stayed behind to nurse him. What does Beahiz know 
that is hidden from me?” 

“Maybe she just learned. Fm afraid you’ll have to ask Senorita de 
Boliadilln. I wasn’t nieant to hear, I suppose. Slie was cursing like 
a trooper.” 

“What did you hear? Everything! Please!” 

“1 heard that Queen Juana is a whoring bitch, and a poisoner to 
boot; and that the devil deserves a candle for bringing her bastard 
stillborn into the world. Beatrix is a good brave giid.” 

Isabella gasped. Words like that, in times of great sti'ess, some- 
times tumbled out of the- garrison-bred daughter of the old Moorish 
lighter who was governor of the castle at Arevalo. 

The door opened. Beatrix was in riding habit. She was in a state of 
extreme agitation. 



“DEAE BEATOf/J MY BEAB, IMPIUCTICAI., IMPULSIVE FEIENd! DU) YOIT 

really delude yourself that we could help my poor brotlier by steal- 
ing out alone, unattended, in tlie dead of night? Did you imagine 
for one instant that Henry would let us go? And if he should, could 
we find our way through sixty leagues of mountains and forests? And 
if, by chance, we should manage all that, by what miracle could 
two girls pull down the walls of the citadel of Madrid?” 

Having brought Beatriz to some realization of the dlfficuities, Isa- 
bella promptly lost the clear-thinking self-possession that had 
strengthened her ail through the trying day. She flung herself on the 
bed and buried her face in the pillows, sobbing convulsively. “He’s 
dead! I know he’s dead! Juana murdered him!” 

It was Beatrix’ turn to comfort her friend. “Let us cling to the hope 
that he is out of danger by now, princess. Ganillo has soldiers.” 

But Isabella would not be comforted and did not sleep that night. 
Over and over tlie words of Medina Sidonia came to her in a night- 



mai-e: Queen Juana is a whoring bitch and a poisoner to boot, and 
the devil deserves a candle for bringing her ])astard stillborn into 
the world. 

Clearly, Queen Juana, sick with the loss of a nude heir and dr^s- 
perate at the prospect of a growing faction of grcuit uobios who 
doubted the legitimacy of little Beltrancja, had made an attempt on 
the life of the prince whom everyone acknowkulged as a legitiiriatci 
scion of the royal house of Trastarnara, Isabc^lla’s brother, Don Al- 
fonso. Hastily, sketchily, the herald who laid st<3od in the shadoM^s 
on the battlement during Isabella's interview with tlie king of 
Portugal, had whispered all he knew into Beatrix ear: immediately 
after the birth of Queen Juana s dead child a squad of footmen had 
ai-rested Don Alfonso, purporting to act in King Henry’s name, and 
imprisoned him in the alcazar at Madrid, a little town, in a wildly 
wooded region known only for die game and the outlaws that lived 
in the dark surrounding forests of eucalyptus and pine. There, Brst, 
she had starved him; then sent Iiim a sumptuous meal 

“But tlie princess’s hunting dog, Duke, had also b<.;en shut up 
with the prince,” the herald said, “and the prince, niov<ul lny com- 
passion, let the dog eat first.” The animal went into convulsions and 
shortly died in agony. 

“But tlie rest of the herald’s report was oiicoii raging,” ikuitriz said, 
and repeated the assurance again and again all ilnring the k)iig 
mai’ch up from Auclulusia. “You have friends, dear Isabella, friends 
like the herald, where you would least expect to find a friend, since 
he is a king’s man; as well as friends who arc far more powerful,” 
and she would tell how Don Alfonso had managed to bribe or per- 
suade one of the alcazar guards to cany a plea for liclp to Arch- 
bi.sliop Carrillo. “Carrillo has always adored yon and loves Alfonso 
like a son. He will send his soldiers. The king will not dare opjjosc 
the Primate of Castile. It would mean civil war,” 

“A civil war in such a cause would be a just war,” Isabella said. 
Tlie green lightnings in her eyes were flashing. “Poor brother prince! 
Poor half-brother king! But the queen must be niadl” I'lnuJ weeping 
again, “Ay de mi Castilla!” 

The threat of civil war edged closer as the cavalcade made its 
way northward. It could be felt in the air; it could be saaised in tlu! 
attitude of the people, who sometimes lined the r{,>iite to cheer 
feebly, more often stood in sullen silence, eyeing the long line of 
horsemmi and grandees with a hostility that they did not trouble 
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to conceal. Some towns shut thehr gates in King Henry's face and 
refused him admittance, an unpardonable insult to Spanish pride, 
an overt act of rebellion to a Castilian king. King Henry’s only re- 
sponse, in the absence of his queen to advise him, was to sulk, to 
give the rebellious towns a wide berth and to scold his half-sister. 
"Ifs all your fault. You’re plotting against me. Everyone is against 
me.” 

“If you will permit me to see my brotlier, if only to make certain 
that he still lives, I will prove to Your Higiiuess that I am loyal to the 
Crown.” 

But the king looked uncertain, muttering suspiciously, “No, no, you 
shaU not go to Madrid,” as if he were afraid of what she would find 
there. He doubled the guard around her and Beatriz. It was signifi- 
cant that the guards were Moors. “I have ordered these gentlemen 
to keep an eye on you and your friend,” he said unpleasantly. “And 
if you try to escape from their protection I have given them license 
to hold you by any means, any means at all, my dear sister. I hope 
you understand.” 

Isabella lifted her chin in a brave little gesture of confidence that 
she did not feel. Even Beatriz, usually so brash and daring, rode 
clOvSer to her after that. It was tlie fii'st time Isabella had known Bea- 
triz to be afraid. They were now completely cut off from the other 
female members of the cavalcade, like prisoners, surrounded by the 
pampered, turbaiied, alien guards, whose manners were as elegant 
as the whispered stories about them were sinister and strange. These 
were the privilged infidels whom Henry (to add a touch of color to 
his court) permitted to carry into Castile the harem customs of pagan 
Granada. It was notorious, and it was true that the dark and comely 
aliens— for Henry would have none who were not comely— had only 
to express a liking for a Castilian girl and tlie Castilian king would 
try to oblige. If she were higlily placed, pressure would be brought 
upon her to be pleasant to the noble representative of a peaceful 
neighboring kingdom; if she were a commoner she would simply 
disappear, and outraged fathers and weeping mothers appealed in 
vain to the king, who denied everytliing, or the couils, wliich could 
do nothing, for the return of die girls. That Henry would permit such 
license against an Infanta of Castile Isabella could not quite believe, 
but she was afraid for Beatriz, In his present wild and wretched mood 
King Henry was totally unpredictable. 

Meanwhile the daily, too intimate contact with the Moors, who 
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even glanced into her tent at night, was one long cnlrninating insult 
that grew increasingly difficult to bear. There was a, breaking point 
for even tlie youngest, strongest, healthiest nerves, isalieila found 
herself' unable to tell whether the flashing sinilcs of her swartliy 
guards were lascivious leers when a breeze exposed her anklc's, or 
whether they were grins of amusement at her obvious tniibarrass- 
ment. 

One night, as she was j)rayffig, the guard outsitU'. her tent pulled 
aside the door flap and stuck in his turbaned head. Isabella turned 
her face, white with outrage. 

“Have you no decency?” 

Beati’iz, however, jumped up from her knees and hurled a pitcher 
of water at him, with a word of reproach that would have done 
justice to an artilleryman. The pitcher happened to be of earthen- 
ware, and it happened to be cracked. It broke against his face, and 
a jagged shard cut him painfully on the cheek. 

By what seemed a miracle of unlikelihood, his exprt^ssion did not 
change; he paid no attention to pain, l)k)od or the wat(3r that 
drenched hi.s bright silk robes. He continued to sinili! his unfathom- 
able Eastern smile: “I imxflore your pardon. Your Highness; it is 
wrong to intrude when one is at prayer to God. The king instructed 
me to tell you that a herald has arrived from Archbisliop Carrillo 
with a message that your brother, Don Alfonso, is no longer in Ma- 
drid but now enjoys tlie best of health in the ardil('pisc.;o])ai palace 
in Toledo. The king wished me to stress that Don Alfonso is well” 

“I thank God, who has answered my prayers,” Isabella brtjathed. 
“CaiTillo marched upon Madrid?” 

“With half the king’s own army, and liberated tla^ Jnl'anU',” the 
Moor replied, still smiling. “So many Castilians prefer your brother 
to the king.” Division in the king’s army was nothing to a Moor; nay, 
it was excellent for Granada, wliich welcomed division in Castile no 
less than did Portugal. 

Repentant, Beatriz tore a strip from her skirt and rushed over to 
wipe the blood from the cut in die Moor’s cheek. ‘T am tcTvibly, ter- 
ribly sorry! I thought you were peeping at us.” 

He slmigged. “It isn’t deep and it doesn’t hurt; but if it wore and 
if it did, what would that matter? We have a proverb, ‘What Allah 
wills, will be; what He willeth not, will not be.’ Before old Adam 
drew a breath it was foreordained, alas, that a cracked pitcher .should 
smash into my face, flung by the rosy-fingered, moon-faced Sefiorita 
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de Bobaclilia, Sefiorita, I kiss your hands and feet. Your Higimess, 
yonr devoted servant,” and with surprising dignity, drenched as he 
was, he bowed himself backwards through the door of tlie tent Isa- 
bella sighed; she would never understand the Moors. 

The good news of Don Alfonso’s safety softened her mood. But 
Beahiz, musing on the Moor’s words, was indignant. 

"Moon-faced, forsooth!” she sputtered. “Isabella, am I moon- 
faced?” 

Kneeling again in a prayer of thanks, Isabella paused to laugh 
softly. "It’s only a quirk of their tongue, Beatriz. In Moorish, to be 
moon-faced is to be surpassingly beautiful.” 

The way to Valladolid lay through tlie vaEey of the Adaja. It would 
have been normal and reasonable, in a kingdom less divided, to stop 
and refresh themselves at Arevalo. But Arevalo was one of the towns 
that refused admittance to the king. His flag no longer flew from the 
castle that had been Isabella’s home for so long, the home where her 
mother still lived in darkness, the home where Pedro de BobadiHa 
was still governor. In place of the royal standard the flags of a host 
of rebellious grandees flaunted the wind, defying King Henry the 
Impotent. The drawbridge was up. No trumpet of welcome sounded. 
Armed men patrolled the ramparts. 

“We could make a bolt for it!” Beatriz whispered tensely. "Father 
would let us in.” 

Isabella looked at her sadly. “You know better than that.” 

“No, Father would not let us in,” Beatriz admitted. “Not even if 
we could break out of this ring of idolators.” 

The guard with the cut cheek .smiled, "Sefiorita de Bobadilla, that 
is one thing, at least, that we are not,” and, addressing himself to 
Isabella, “I beg Your Highness to counsel die moon-faced lady to do 
notliing rash. The king is in a peculiar mood!” He nodded his bright- 
green turban to the spot whei*e Henry had drawn rein and was talk- 
ing to an esquire, who suddenly ran to a packhorse and pulled the 
king’s helmet out of a velvet saddle bag. “It would be dangerous and 
foolish if some unexpected act on the part of the lady were to pre- 
cipitate an engagement with die castle here and now.” 

Glaring at the castle, the king put his helmet on his head, took 
it off, polished it with his sleeve, put it on again— then took it off 
and, bursting into tears, called for a litter, in which he rode like a 
woman or a very sick man for die rest of the day. 

He was heard to say, "I have endured such insults as no King of 



Castile lias ever endured before ” No one repUcxl, but the sneers on 
the faces of the Moors made even Isabella wince. 

Insulted the Bug had been, but not as he was to !m\ That would 
come at Medina del Campo, a scant day s ride from the capital 

Medina del Campo sat like a great gray rock on tlu^ great gray 
plateau which constitutes the rugged heartland of Old Oistilc, "old'’ 
because it was the first great province to be wrcistcd from the Moors 
in the early centuries of the lleconquest, a pert;imlal crusade Tiot yet 
at an end. None but the native-born could love its wiiul-swcpt, sun- 
scorched, treeless vastness. Isabella loved it intcaiscdy, with a fierce 
Spanish love; for the bleakness was gold in the stinlight, green trees 
did grow in the river valleys, diere was grass on the steppe-Hke plain 
for sheep that bore die finest, softest wool in Christendom, bringing 
prosperity to cities like Medina del Campo; and the stubborn earth 
could be made fruitful by the industry of peasants as hardy and stub- 
born as the earth itself. 

The earth was always close, and at night the stars were close also, 
jewelled points of colored fire an armstrctch up in tfio crystal air. 
Close, too, was God, since heaven and inulh were so near to each 
other in the uplands of Old Castile: close and real and very jiersonal 
There was none of the mystic in Isabella. Sht? hud s<jcu a church in a 
village through which the cavalcade had passed wlicrc tht^ image of 
the Crucified had been taken down from its cross and laid on a bier 
on a quilted peasant blanket. The agonized Jicad, crowned with the 
crown of thorns, rested on an eiderdown xiillow. A naive, but very 
natural act of kindness which Isabella could undcrstantl 

The gates of Medina del Campo were oi)en, but it wa.s the openness 
of a place too contemptuous to defend itself. An army of the greatest 
lords of the kingdom occupied the city and spilled out in a long array 
of tents onto the surrounding plain. Among the; host of heraldic l')an- 
ners that floated over the tents and snai^ped from poles on the walls 
were those of Archbishop Carrillo, the Marques of Villena, Isalv'lla’s 
brother, and—a new one— tibe formidable standard of Don Fadricjuo 
de Henriquez, Admiral of Castile. Such wa.s the magiiiludc of the 
faction now allied against the king. Don Fadriquo was an interna- 
tional figure; he could quarter on his shield not only the c>astl(.>s of 
Castile and lire lions of Le6n, but the crimson bars of Aragon also. He 
was not, of course, an Aragonian; but his daughter had married the 
Aragom'an king and thus he was grandfather to young Prince Fer- 
dinand, who would, one day be King of Ai-agon. Such a man wielded 
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immense power. In his litter King Henry groaned. No doubt the in- 
surgents would demand that he abdicate. He withdrew the Moorish 
guards and ordered them to an inconspicuous place in the rear. He 
assured Isabella that he had asked them to attend her only for her 
protection, 

“In view of the hostility of your friends ” he said petulantly, “I 
could trust only my Moors to be unswervingly faithful. Concede that 
they were attentive and well-mannered.” 

“I think tliey tried to be, Henry. But I do not like them and I 
cannot understand diem. And if my friends are hostile it is not I who 
made them so.” 

“You shall see your brother at once, of course. I do not know how 
you heard die ugly, traitorous rumors that the queen had poisoned 
liim.” 

Isabella did not tell him how she had heard. 

“As if my pretty litde Juana would do such a thing! False, lying, 
villainous tongues. Do not give ear to them. Do not desert me, Isa- 
bella; do not hate me; I need you, Isabella. The rebels yonder are 
going to ask me to step down. I will not give up the throne. Never!” 

“I do not join them, if that is their demand.” 

“I am the king. Am I not the king?” 

“Assuredly, Henry.” 

“Am I not the only king?” 

“There can be but one king.” 

“Will you vSup|)ort me if they ask me to step down?” 

“Of course I will.” 

“To step down—in favor of yoiur brother?” 

Isabella did not hesitate. “Even if they ask you to step down in 
favor of Alfonso. But are you sure diat that is what they want? There 
has been no parley.” 

“Oh, I do not know, I do not know. But Fm sure that is what they 
want. What else could they want? There will be a parley, and that 
will be what they want. Oh dear, oh dear, oh demT 

She met her brother at once; no obstacle was put in her way. The 
king, now joined by Queen Juana, was at great pains to be charming 
to the Infantes, Don Alfonso and Doha Isabella. She found herself 
wondering what, in the swirling currents of political faction, had hap- 
pened to make her a personage of such importance. And as for her 
brother, he was treated with such deference that it almost seemed 
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as if he, not Henry, were the king. He was mciiiKjd to treat his late 
imprisonment as something of a joke. 

“Perhaps the queen was a bit desperate when slie found out wliat 
was in the wind. The only ca.sualty was poor Dukc^.*’ 

“It could have been you.” 

“At any rate I was released, thanks to Carrillo and Don Fadrique. 
You have heard the great news?” 

“Only that you are alive and well. How I prayed Cod for that. 'Cic 
re.st does not matter.” 

“Oh, but it does! King Henry has a bitter cup to drink tomorrow, 
for tomorrow he will sign a document that sets a.side La Beltrancja 
and restores me to the succession!” He squared his shoulders; he 
looked very proud and competent. How quickly tlie little brother of 
Arevalo had grown into mans estate. 

“If only poor Mother could understand thi.s wonderful thing. How 
happy she would be.” 

“Always take care of her, Alfonso.” 

“Always. I promise.” 

“Is it certain that the king will sign?” 

Alfonso laughed. "He has no choi<;e.” 

The king signed, and the Concord of Medina tUd (!ampo became 
famous throughout Europe in a matter of wia’k.s. Nc'ver had a king 
so humbled himself. The language of the document was sharp: .sin.s 
and injustices and tyrannies had grown up during hi.s reign such as 
never before had bc?en known in Castile. He luul .surrounded himself 
with infidels; he had squandered the x^hlic trtnisnrtn his courts did 
not enforce the laws. “The thing that make.s ti.s wei’p drops of lilootl 
so went the language of the Concord—ls to sec^ your Highness domi- 
nated by the Count of Ledesma, Don Beltran de la Cineva,” and the 
Concord demanded his instant dismissal from court and from all his 
rich political po.sts, 

111 insulting proximity there came the bald statement, “Doha Juana, 
the so-called Infanta, is not your daughter,” King Henry, in signing, 
publicly branded his queen as an adulteress, his dauglher as a bas- 
tard. 

But there was more. It concerned Alfonso and i.salx'lla. For the 
tranquillity of the realm and in the interests of justice, Don Alfon.so 
was named and acknowledged Prince of the Asturia.s, heir to the 
throne. As for Isabella, the Concord “begged and rtKpn'rcd” that no 
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marriage should be forced upon her vidthout the consent of the three 
estates of the realm. 

“What does Queen Juana say to all this?” Isabella asked. 

Alfon.so looked thoughtful. “Now that is a peculiar thing, sister. 
The queen affects to be perfectly satisfied with the entire arrange- 
ment.” 

Isabella wondered. 



WITH THE KING HUMBI.ED SO ABJECTLY, THE AHMY OF INSURGENTS 

melted away to their own estates and their own affairs, Don Beltran 
disappeared; the Moors disappeared. Everyone went to church reg- 
ularly. The c[ueen used less rouge. Never had she been so charming; 
never, indeed, had she kibored so hard to apjiear charming, espe- 
cially to Isabella, whom she now needed. And since the court was 
now decent and safe, even Carrillo conceded that here was the right 
and proper place of residence for the sister of the heir to the throne. 

‘1 would rather come with you and Alfonso,” Isabella said. 

“My dear girl, what would a princess do among all my priests and 
warriors?” 

“I do not dislike priests or warriors.” 

Carrillo chuckled. “Nor would they dislike you; nay, I am afraid 
you would prove a distraction that would work a great detriment to 
their duties. Better to stay here, mi princesa, at the heart of things 
wdiere there are other ladies. Remember, one day, perhaps soon, you 
will marry. I must not permit you to hide yourself in Toledo; no eligi- 
ble princes are likely to make tiieir way to my celibate barracks of a 
household.” He shrugged and laughed. “l am informed by those who 
are expert in these matters that when a man seeks a bride he is in no 
mood for cathedral incense or for the odor of harness leather, which 
seem to hang over my establishment: he is in a mood for the fra- 
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grance of perfume, which he will find at court— though I am happy to 
say there is somewhat less of it now than there was. 

Isabella smiled. What a mixture of corn-tier, cabaliero and prelate 
the archbishop was. 

She stayed. But she did not feel quite so easy in her mind as Car- 
rillo. Queen Juana, these days, was too good to be hue. 

Most of King Henry’s subjects were thoroughly contemptuous of 
him. Many others simply pitied him. A few, however, moved by self- 
interest or respect for the office of the king, still clove to him, and 
these constituted his party. “After all,” they would say, “he never 
really hurt anybody.” To such as these it was a source of considerable 
comfort that his demeanor grew cheerful and confident after the sign- 
ing of the Concord of Medina del Campo. The discord that had all 
but erupted into civil war seemed to have been composed; the dark 
clouds had passed, and with them their threat of storm. 

King Henry, now reunited witli his queen and taking his strength 
from her, could afford to look cheerful and confident. She had shown 
liim a way to recoup all his loss of power and prestige. There was a 
way to van back the Marques of Villena. There was a way to win 
back the army. There was a way out of the slough of dishonor into 
which the Concord of Medina del Gampo had plunged him. 

That way was die man-iage of Isabella. A very special and states- 
manlike marriage. 

“The terms of the Concord stipulate that no marriage shall be 
forced upon her,” the king said nervously, his lip unsteady. 

Queen Juana’s voice was sharp, her cheek pale. Don Belti-an had 
been away many weeks; she scarcely cared what she said. “In God’s 
name, Henry, for once, only for once, be a man! Dare a little. Do a 
little. Do not forever be scuttling into corners like a cockroach! Who 
will know that Isabella had to be— well, let us call it persuaded' into 
the marriage? Isabella has a normal healthy appetite. I.et her fast 
let her fast for a while, and I think she will find herself <]int(^ hungry, 
even for Don Pedro.” 

“Fasting didn’t work on her brother.” 

“That was an entirely dift’erent circumstance,” Queen juana said 
primly. “How was I to know the fish was spoiled?” 

“There is certainly no harm in a little fasting,” King Henr>' said, 
and it might indeed go far toward winning her over to Don Pcidro. 
But wouldn’t she renounce him afterwards?” 



‘‘By the tune sbe is fed-"-" the queen began. 

‘‘You phrase things so ro«g/i%, my dear!" 

"It is a rough world; it is a rough kingdom; it needs a rough ruler. 
I phrase things as they are. But for your sensitive ear, Henry, let us 
say that tlie time slie is permitted to break her fast she shall have 
entorcjci irrevoeably into th{3 holy state of matrimony. For if I know 
Don Pedro (hron, Ik; will eoiLSummate the union once, twice, thrice, 
a (lo'/i'-n times ov<>v, before he lets her sit down to the wedding feast—” 

"Juana, Juana, plea^'cr 

"Sensitive c>ar again, Henry? Pray, what is wrong with consummat- 
ing a marriage? It’s a sucrament, isn’t it? Isn’t Isabella always moon- 
ing over cv(‘-rytl.nng religious, always reading her prayerbook, always 
praying, always going to church?” 

“I was only thinking— I mean to say, this Pedro Giron, what an 
active maul” 

“Oh. Yes, of course. That is what you would mean, isn’t it?” 

“Good gracious me!” 

“We wta'o spt;aking of Isabella, Henry. Do you suppose for one in- 
.s’tant that she would naiounc'c a hu.shand after that?” 

“No. No, positively not. Not Isalx^lla.” lie paused, smiled. “What a 
beautiful jdan! So laanarkahly feasible. Why, it’s even respectable. 
It i.s, isn’t it? I )on Pcalro i.sn’t as I jad us they say, is he?” 

Queen Juana s])rugg(‘d. “Suppose he were? But I’m sure he isn’t." 

The king said oddly, “Aetnally, Juana, he aouMdt be. Nobody 
could.” 

Don Pedro Girtni, t)ld and fat as the king of Portugal, was one of 
the riehtist and most (‘iivied gramh!(\s of Castile. His military power 
was unkpie; Iu3 uecu{)it!d th(' exultcjd position of Grand Master of the 
Knights of f laitiirava, a military order founded in the early days of 
the llecoiKptest to fight tlu‘ Moors and now three hundred years old. 
I’hc rules of the order W(!re monkish in origin, since professed monks 
wore the origitial knights; austere in discipline, celibate in their pri- 
vate lives, eating meat only thrice a week, preserving silence at table, 
they sic'pt and prayed gxr<h!d with the sword, ready for instant battle. 

The city of Cahdrava, oik.'C on the Moorish frontier, had long since 
been hicorporak'd into Castile, and through the centuries professed 
monks had ceasx.'d to join the order. Warrior-priests like Archbishop 
Carrillo v/ere an oddity nowadays, respected and honored indeed, 
but as a fond and wistful anachronism. Through the centuries too 



had come a relaxation of the strict original rules: members could 
marry if dispensed from their vows, and dispensation, at least for 
officers, was easy to get; meat could be eaten anytime and in any 
quantity, as the gross body of the Grand Master was eloquent witness. 
And poverty was no longer considered a virtue; the order was fabu- 
lously wealtliy. Over its great treasure the Grand Master held ab- 
solute sw^ay, accountable neither to his council nor to his king. The 
common members of the order, though their discipline might have 
api:)eared lax to the ancient founders, were the best .fighters in Cas- 
tile. For them the Grand Master s word was law even against the 
king himself. 

During King Henry’s reign corruption in the state was working 
downward from the top. Tims the great body of tlie knights w'^as 
strict, loyal and well behaved. Only the top was rotten. Don Pedro 
Ghon owed his position entirely to that slippery old court favorite, 
the Marques of Villena. They were brothers. 

The knowm facts about Don Pedro were simple and unpleasant: 
he was sensual, gluttonous, slothful, vain; as ugly and stupid as his 
brother, the Marques, was elegant and sly. 

The whispered stories about him were unappetizingly like the 
stories about the Moors, whose decadent vice.s he was known to have 
shared and improved upon. 

Such a man King Plenry now wooed with the dazzling prospect of 
marriage to such a princess as Isabella. For by gaining Don Pedro 
over to his side, the king would gain back lus powerful brother, the 
Marques, and all the staunch knights of the great Gaiatrava Order, 
their towns, castles, estates and enormous revenues. 

“My dear,” repeated the king, “it is a beautiful plan.” 

“And then,” the queen said, her color rising, “you can safely repudi- 
ate tliis silly Concord of Medina del Campo.” 

“Of course I can.” 

“And Don Beltran shall come back to court, where he ]:)elougs.” 

“Of course,” said the king absently. “But upon my word, Juana, 
from your description I should expect you to want the Grand Mas- 
ter.” 

“You idiot, she can nmiry the pig, I can’t. I’m married to you.” 

Softly at first, in a persuasive manner, Queen Juana broached the 
subject to Isabella: at the age of seventeen one was already ripe for 
marriage, nay, if one were a princess, almost overripe, if the truth 
were faced squarely, since a princess’s duties were always heavier 
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than an ordinary womans, involving high policies of state, and thrust 
early upon one. 

“1 have always been willing to do my duty.” Isabella smiled. She 
was bln.shing slightly, a little breathless. Mairiage of itself was not 
repugnant. She wondered whom they had chosen for her this time. 
Sire was v'ell schooled in the tradition of her dutie.s, and accepted 
them; slie was prepared to deihand very little for herself— but wist- 
fully .she th(night what a blessing it would be if the chosen prince 
could be someone not too old, not too unatti’active, someone whom 
some day she could learn to love; but most of all, a prince who could 
learn to love her. It was increasingly notorious among European roy- 
alty— a sign of the degenerate times— that they deserted their mis- 
tresses and bastards only long enough to make a state marriage, and 
then went back to their mistresses. She had hoped she would be the 
lucky exception. “Who is he, Your Highness?” 

Beatriz, more skeptical, said boldly, “Isabella doesn't have to take 
him, you know. She can’t be forced. The Concord.” 

That was no way to talk to Queen Juana. Angrily she blurted out, 
“He is Don Pedro Giron, Grand Master of Caiatrava. One could 
hardly do better.” 

“But— is he not vowed to celibacy?” Isabella asked, 

“His vow is already dispensed.” 

“He has been approached? Everyone knows? I was not consulted?” 

“Naturally some arrangements have had to be made: proclama- 
tions, invitations, dozens of gowns to be designed and made up, the 
decoration of the cathedral— my dear child, you do not think that 
you are to be hurried into this, do you? You still have a week at 
lea.st” 

isabella’.s face went wliite; Girons reputation was known to her. 

The queen wa.s prepared for refusal; she had schemed how to han- 
dle that. But she wa.s not prepared for what Beatriz did. 

Black eyes flashing, Beatriz jumped to her feet. In an unexpected 
gesture that was destined to become famous beyond the confines of 
palace gossip, to spread throughout the kingdom and eventually to 
find itself at the tip of every chronicler’s pen and gain for itself a 
permanent place in the annals of King Henry’s miserable reign, the 
impulsive girl drew a hidden dagger from her breast and flashed it 
before Queen Juana’s eyes. “God will never permit such an outrage,” 
she cried. “And neither will I!” 

Queen Juana took to her heels. Since Beatriz did not actually stab 



her, she recovered sufficient composure to hurl back at them from 
the door, “You’ll tliink better of Don Pedro when you get hungry!” 

Immediately the room filled with guards. The Moors must have 
been quietly filtering back to court, anotlier ominous sign. One great 
leering hulk of an infidel pawed at Beatriz’ bosom for hidden dag- 
gers, holding a hairy hand over her mouth to stifle her screams, till 
Isabella cried, “For shame!” and to Beatriz, “Please, please do not 
make tilings worse than tliey already are!” 

The Moor shrugged. “I cannot risk a poignard in my back while 
we conduct Yom’ Highness and this tigress to a place of retirement. 
Those are the king’s orders.” 

Isabella took Beatriz by the hand; helplessly tliey suffered them- 
selves to be led away. From the cheerful lighted royal apartments 
they were taken to a tower room, barred, draughty, and absolutely 
devoid of furniture of any kind. They heard the heavy bolts thrown. 
They heard the slippered feet of the Moors pad softly down tlie flag- 
stoned hall, fainter and fainter into the distance, till another door 
grated shut, leaving them in silence and darkness. 

Isabella said in a voice that was eerie and hollow in the emptiness 
of the room, “Dear God, let me die of starvation before I marry Don 
Pedro!” 

Beatriz wept uncontrollably, sought Isabella in the darknes.s and 
huddled close to her, finding her kneeling. “It is my fault, my ter- 
rible fault! I should have been silent and let you agree— or pretend 
to.” 

“But I’ll never agree, Beatriz.” 

Beatriz did not want to die. Next day, and the next, no one ap- 
peared at the door of their prison; not to bring them a stub of a 
candle, not to bring them a morsel of food, not even to give them 
water to drink. Even condemned criminals were provided with wa- 
ter. 

“Won’t you call, and pretend to agree?” Beatriz begged. 

Isabella called. But it was only to beg for Beatriz’ release. The di.s- 
tant door creaked softly; they were watched. But it was not the plea 
that Queen Juana expected; the door closed again, and nothing hap- 
pened. 

Then suddenly, on the morning of the third day, everything 
changed: food, water, .servants, every comfort appeared in a rush. 

Something had happened, something that the minstrels would i:>ut 
to music as they sang before generations of Spanish grandees when 
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the sujjper boards of the great hall were cleared and fires crackled 
on castle hearths and the travails of Isabella were remembered. "Leg- 
end, legend!” the polite and sopliisticated gentlemen of a later age 
would protest. "A far too facile coincidence!” But to Isabella and 
Beatriz, living the simple trutli, it was the tiiumph of hope and 
prayer. The justice of God, or the Devil collecting his due, had in- 
tervened in the life of Don Pedro Giron. And ended it. 

He had already set out from his castle at Almagro, with perfumed 
wax on his pointed black mustache, with a new velvet suit and a 
roistering retinue of boon drinking companions. So great was their 
enthusiasm and so urgent the desire of Don Pedro that three blooded 
warhorses did duty as pack mules to carry the loads of wine with 
greater speed. There were trumpets and laughter; hooves thundered 
and gaudy pennons snapped in the wind. With rough je.sts and 
baudy jokes, such as traditionally follow a bridegroom, tlie Master of 
Caiab'ava came to Villarubia. "A few more short hours,” they shouted, 
“Do not founder your mount!” 

“We will go on tonight, and just see if 1 won’t,” he replied, 

“Nay, stop and refresli yourself, to be the more valiant in the com- 
bat of love!” 

“Are you .suggesting that I need to be re.stored?” And much of the 
same. But he stopped. 

During the night he became violently, suddenly ill. There was a 
choking sensation about bis tliroat; it was almost impossible to ex- 
pand his lungs. Wlien he did manage to fill them, coughing and 
wheezing painfully, the breath did not strengthen him. It was as if 
invisible bony fingers were circling and con.stricting his throat. He 
gasped in a strangled voice that someone was garroting him. 

reputable physician treated him; there wa.s no improvement. He 
lingered the dock around and then closed his eyes and, cursing, died, 
His many titles and great estates not connected with the Order 
passed to his three bastard sons. Very soon the news reached Val- 
ladolid and put an end to Isabella’s imprisonment, 

Tlie Grand Master s death had instant repercus.sions throughout 
Europe. In France King Louis XI grinned and nodded approval; 
“To poison an ememy at such a distance is a great art. The little 
Spaniard will l^ear watcliing.” In England Richard of York, with his 
withered arm and his monstrous ambitions, muraiured, “What a prin- 
cess to aid me to beat my way to the British throne, if I could contrive 
to wed her!” In Portugal King Alfonso was vexed: “Fd never ha\'e 
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suspected such depths. I must marry her after all, before she gets too 
powerful,” Such was the reputatiou of the court of King Henry the 
Impotent and such was the character of fifteenth-century royalty. Yet 
the reputable physician, signing the death warrant as was prescribed 
by law, stated clearly that the Grand Master had died of an acute 
inflammation of the Aroat, which had struck inward and developed 
into a quinsy, which was prevalent in the district that year and 
wliich had carried off many, both great and small. 

Only in Aragon did no one smirk or suspect foul play, and there 
old King John said to his son, “Ferdinand, what did you tliink of tlie 
Castilian Infanta that time when you watched her during the sport 
of the ape-on-horseback?” 

“Sir, she had a bewitching back.” 

“I’d empty half my coffers to get her to turn around,” his fatlier 
mused. He had always desired a union with Castile. 

“So would I, Sir!” 

Chance, in the sudden death of Don Pedro, coupled with cynical 
miscalculation of Isabella’s fortitude, now conspired to desti’oy 
Queen Juana’s schemes and King Plenry’s futile hopes. The whole 
realm was plunged into bewildering confusion, for even as royal her- 
alds were shouting the glad tidings that the Infanta would marry the 
Grand Master of Calatrava, rebel heralds were spurring in every di- 
rection with the news that tlie Grand Master was dead and that the 
Infanta was a prisoner in the palace. 

The late insurgents once more sprang to arms, not only in defense 
of Isabella but also because the news of her maniage was coujjled 
with a statement that the Concord of Medina del Campo was now, 
of course, a dead letter. Tliis meant the return of Don Beltran to 
court, the restoration of La Beltraneja to the succession, the return 
of the Moors to favor and a continuance of all tlie old abuses. In short, 
everything was to be just as it had been before. 

This time there was bloodshed. 

Late in August the insurgents met the king’s army at Olmedo. 
Rebel and royal forces were approximately equal. From his camp 
Archbishop Carrillo sent a herald with a solemn old-fashioned defi 
to Don Belti'an, assuring him that now indeed his time had come, 
since no less than forty cabaUeros had personally sworn his death. 
Don Beltran, superb animal of a man, sent back the same messenger 
with a minute description of his dress, to help them find him in the 
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melee of battle: let them look for a tall knight on a white stallion, 
with gray and silver armor, and the queen’s green sleeve for a favor 
on his helm. 

Isabella’s brother, though his armor bore heavily on his spare frail 
frame, fought bravely. Yet he would have gone down many times 
had not Archbishop Carrillo, conspicuous in a scarlet cope with its 
white embroidered cross thrown over his cuirass of Toledo steel, 
come roaring bull-voiced and formidable on a high chestnut war- 
horse, cleaving a path tlirough the host whenever the crush around 
the lad looked too dangerous, for Alfonso, of course, was an object of 
special attention. Throughout the day Don Beltran, in a display of 
valor that would have set the queen swooning for love, liis silver- 
gray armor now crimsoned with the blood of his sworn destroyers, 
set an example of gallant butchery that rallied the king’s men again 
and again, till the sun went down and the two armies drew apart 
for pure fatigue. None of tlie principals wei*e killed. King Henry, in- 
deed, had fled the field and hidden in a farmhouse. 

Carrillo, nursing a wounded arm, sent a scouting party after him 
when the battle had ended by mutual consent for the night. King 
Henry buried himself in a haycock and could not be found. 

Next day the casualties proved heavier than expected, and the 
battle was not resumed. Both sides left the field with their dead 
and their wounded, with drums beating and ti-umpets trumpeting 
paeans of victory. 

When it had become apparent that civil war was at last inevitable 
Queen Juana had fled with La Beltranefa to Segovia, a city of singu- 
lar strength, With her, under heavy guard, went Isabella, half -hos- 
tage, half-guest. War was the business of men. 

I’here wcne now two kings in Castile, since the “victorious” in- 
surgents had irrevocably repudiated King Heniy by fighting against 
him. 

There remained only to crown King Alfonso, Isabella’s brother. 

His coronation was a sorry affair. 
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AVILA, SCENE OF ALFONSO’s CORONATION, WAS A CITY GIRT ROUND BY 

a granite wall studded with eighty-six watclitowers, the very arche- 
type of the image that springs to mind at the words “castle in Spain.” 
Geoffrey Chaucer had already written “Thou shalt make castles in 
Spayne, and drem of joye. . . and given tliereby a new phrase to 
the forming English language. But he wrote as a foreigner, in a foggy 
faraway northern isle. To him the image was rosy and insubstantial, 
wrapped in the misty quality of a dream that would vanish. 

To Isabella, who knew the city well, castles in Spain were as com- 
mon and beloved as mutton in Chaucers England, in no way in- 
substantial. The walls of Avila were not rosy, but solid and gray, 
quarried from the heartrock of the Credos mountains that loomed 
in die distance against the sky. 

Yet there was a dreamlike quality about her brother’s coronation. 
To a princess reared to respect tlie sanctity of the tlirone, in spite 
of its occupant, there were asjDects of a nightmare in the events which 
now took place at Avila. 

Outside the city on the plain where there was room for the crowds 
to gather and watch, Archbishop Carrillo and the insurgents had 
erected a great wooden platform, elevated so all could see. On it a 
tlirone was reared, and on the throne, crowned, sceptered, girt with 
the sword of state, sat the effigy of King Hemy IV of Castile. Though 
his crown was tinsel, his jewels paste, liis sword mere painted wood 
and his body made of straw, the lifeless scarecrow represented the 
king, and some of the peasants who had gathered to watch the spec- 
tacle pulled off their caps. 

A band of drummers beat a dead march on muffled drums. One 
by one the leaders of the rebels approached the effigy; one by one 
they tore oft’ the insignia of royalty and threw them into the dust; 
the sword of state, that had not protected the state; the sceptre of 
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power that he had abusedj the cromi tliat he had proved unwortliy 
to wear. Then with a furious beating of drums to signify the anger 
of his subjects the image itself was cast down from die platform. A 
sliout of triumph went up from die rebel nobles; most of die common 
people were quick to join, but a few of the slower-ivitted groaned 
audibly. 

Then Isabella’s brother mounted the vacant throne, to die fanfare 
of tiTiroiiets, and even those who had groaned found voice to cheer 
the lad against whom no evil had ever been spoken, whose claim 
to the throne was acknowledged by all, whose whole life lay ahead of 
him and from whom so much could be expected. The scarecrow on 
the ground was forgotten; everyone now cheered, and King Alfonso 
was escorted in triumph back to Avila. 

Isabella, in the alcazar at Segovia, heard of these things at second 
hand, and her first word at the news was a soiTOwful “Ay de mi 
Castilla!” 

In a more orderly state the existence of two kings would have 
demanded a settlement: one or the other would have been crushed. 
But Castile had not been orderly for years. The momentum of chaos 
is strong, and disorder can be lived in if one is used to it. Now that 
Alfonso was crowned— and bearing in mind that the battle of Ohnedo 
had not been such a glorious victory after all—the insurgents lost 
some of their enthusiasm and the civil war was not resumed. In its 
place tiiere sprang up countless little private wars, neighbor against 
neighbor, castle against castle, all over the kingdom. The roads were 
unsafe. Outlaws banded together in the forests. The peasantry was 
listless, since who knew whether what was sowed could be harvested, 
and what was harvested could be kept— or would it be stolen by the 
lord of the castle a league away? There were rumors of plague. There 
was intrigue and shifting from one side to the other among the great 
nobles. The nation paused. 

In Avila Alfonso begged the Archbishop, “Sir, is my sister forever 
to remain prisoner in Segovia?” 

“Lad, lad,” the troubled prelate replied, “she isn’t a prisoner. Not 
exactly, anyhow. We cannot strike till we are a little stronger,” 

“I propose to lead an army against Segovia at once!” 

“Hm-m,” reflected Carrillo, rubbing his chin with his big coarse 
hand, “I don’t say the army wouldn’t follow you, lad. But you and 
they would all die. Segovia is impregnable.” 
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Its citadel was tlie strongest in Spain. Its ancient walls were Ro- 
man work, and the imperial Romans had built for the ages. 

Tears of anger and chagrin glinted in King Alfonso’s eyes, but he 
fought them back. Carrillo threw a heavy arm over his slender shoul- 
ders. “Don’t take it so to heart, little Highness. Your sister is doubly 
and trebly safe. All she will sniffer is a little anxiety and boredom, as 
women always suffer in war. But safe.” 

“I do not share Your Reverence’s complacency,” Alfonso said. 

Carrillo’s laughter boomed. “Then I must instruct you. Item: if we 
cannot force Segovia, nobody can; so you need not fear that the place 
wiU be plundered by some neighboring grandee in a local disturb- 
ance. Item: strong as it is, the city will fall of itself once our party 
is big enough to overawe tlie king. They will simply open the gates. 
Item: the one sure way for Henry to unite our party against himself 
is for him to harm Isabella. Spaniards become mai-velously vexed 
when beautiful princesses are murdered. Henry knows that; he will 
avoid such a tactical blunder.” 

Alfonso shivered as if he were cold. “Yet Queen Juana tried to 
poison me.” 

“Believe me, Alfonso, I know more of this wicked world than you 
do, and the death of your sister, whom I love as I do you, is not tlie 
direction toward which the evil state of the realm now tends. She 
will be guarded more closely than Henry’s treasure— all that remains 
of it— which everyone knows he has transferred to Segovia for safe- 
keeping. I wish I had it.” His bantering mood had grown grave and 
wistful. He was too proud to admit that the funds of the rebel faction 
were low. 

“I respect your wisdom, sir, but I cannot rest till Isabella is beyond 
the reach of Queen Juana.” 

“Patience, lad; the right is on our side, and the right will win, witli 
the help of prayer— and rather a great deal of money.” His voice 
trailed off', musing. “I can get funds from tlie Grand Rabbi; he’s more 
than half a Christian anyhow. I can get funds from Isaac Abrabanel; 
he’s unsalvageable religiously, but he is worried about .some mas- 
sacres of his people since these outbreaks of tlie plague.” 

“The Jews will back my cause?” 

“The good ones will, the bad ones won’t, just like the Christians. 
And why not? The Grand Rabbi hates what Hc?riry has done to this 
land. Abrabanel’s interests are centered more on his people, but if I 
drop a word that my preachers have my leave to preach a sermon 
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or two reminding fanatics diat the Jews don’t really poison wells and 
bring on the plague, no doubt he’ll make a contribution to the cause.” 

“Don’t they always preach that, if that is the truth?” 

The Archbishop said, “They preach the Gospel. I never allow them 
to meddle in politics unless I have to,” 

Alfonso looked at Carrillo’s arm, which was still in its sling. “I thank 
God, sir, tliat you meddled in politics. If these Jews will help, I shall 
thank God for them too.” 

Carrillo said gently, “You will be a good king. Remember, tliey are 
not all bad, and none of tliem is as bad as the Moors. I am sometimes 
cliided by zealots like Torquemada, the sainted prior of Santa Cruz, 
who believe that my views are too liberal— he would call them lax. 
But a brave Jewish soldier is the Governor of King Henry’s alcazar 
in Segovia, guarding the king’s treasure as if it were his own. And a 
Jewish surgeon has just removed the cataracts that were blinding the 
eyes of old King John of Aragon, restoring liis sight hke a youth’s of 
twenty. No, no, there is good in them, and much ability. Though we 
should never relax our efforts to convert tliem, naturally.” 

How simple the lessons of Torquemada, compared with the lessons 
in statecraft that Alfonso was having to learn as kingl 

“And I think Don Fadrique could contribute,” tlie archbishop con- 
tinued. “Don Fadrique, Grand Admiral of Castile. Perhaps he can 
loosen the purse strings of his grandson Ferdinand over in Aragon. 
You must get to biow Ferdinand, Alfonso; he handles the finances 
fdr his father. Ferdinand is a subtle prince, with a statesmanlike head 
on his shoulders. But stingy! Splendor of God, so stingy! Louis of 
France is a spendthrift compared with the crown prince of Aragon!” 

Thus the archbishop, marshalling his funds as coolly as he mar- 
shalled his soldiers in battle, 

“And then I shall lead the army against Segovia?” 

“I promise. And I shaU be with you.” 

“Will it be soon?” 

“I am almost as impatient as you.” For Carrillo’s logical itemization 
of the factors that worked for Isabella’s safety were more convinc- 
ing in his mind than in his heart. With Queen Juana nothing was 
logical. 

Yet she possessed a keen imstinct for self-preservation. Over the 
scent of her perfume she sniffed the political wind, and sensed the 
menace in it. On the surface at least, she was polite, almost defer- 
ential, to her hostage; and her solicitude extended to Beatriz. The 
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best apartment in the great old castle was set aside for their use, with 
a suite of high-born ladies in waiting to serve them. Never had Isa- 
bella lived so luxuriously. They were not permitted outside the castle 
walls, however, 

“In troubled times,” Queen Juana said, helplessly shrugging her 
beautiful shoulders, “what can mere women do? The king would 
never forgive me if I permitted his half-sister to havel, with the roads 
so dangerous.” 

Beatriz said with pleasant impertinence, “The king will soon make 
the roads safe for his sister ^ 

Juana flushed angrily. “You know very well which king I meant.” 

Even Isabella smiled. 

The summer days were long and hot, the nights oppressive and 
full of the noise of sentiies’ shouts and the tramp of soldiers’ feet on 
tlie granite battlements. It seemed to Isabella, who seldom drank 
wine, that the water from the castle well was bitter, and she looked 
wistfully at the mighty old Roman aqueduct that brought to the rest 
of the city the limpid waters of tlie Rio Frio, down from the Sierra 
Fuenfria to the south. The mountains looked pure and close and 
clean. There were frequent comings and goings of heralds, but they 
all wore King Henry’s livery. Juana said they brought no political 
news, and since her attitude remained the same, Isabella believed 
her. Presumably the stalemate continued. Summer wore on towards 
fall and the blue-green of the Guadarraraa mountains went leaden 
in hue as tlie vegetation parched and died. 

Beatriz walked on the battlements restlessly, black eyes, black hair, 
black mood and black looks for the guards, who refused to answer 
her questions, any questions at all, though they always saluted her 
respectfully. Then when she had passed, they would chuckle and 
wink and nudge one another in tlie ribs: "Would you give a day’s 
pay for a night with her?” "A year’sl” “You wouldn’t last a year.” 
“Who’d last an hour with a pantlier?” “Who’d care?” “But what an 
horn-!” For tlie guards too were bored and uninformed of what went 
on in the outside world. 

On a sultiy day, in a particularly sultry mood, Beatriz overstepped 
the only restriction that Juana had put on flieir movements within the 
castle. She stopped at die door of the great square keep, and entered. 
The keep was the highest and strongest structure of the castle, a 
massive tower of masonry, virtually a castle within a castle, round 
which the rest of the fortress had, been built. All else might fall, but 
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if the keep could be held there stiU was hope. When the keep was 
reduced, then indeed, like a nian stricken through the heart, the cas- 
tle was lost 

Beatriz did not enter the forbidden door unopposed. A scar-faced 
vete-an of a guard looked down on her from a head’s vantage of 
stature and rasped, “You cannot come in here, young lady,” 

What Beah'iz said, in a crisp, clear, unmistakable voice, took his 
breath away. She reached out with both hands and pushed him vig- 
orously aside, so that his armor clanked against the stone of the wall. 
She was past him in a trice. 

“By God’s five glorious wounds,” the astonished man swore, “I 
never before heard a lady use that word!” He peered into the shad- 
owy interior of the keep, but Beatriz had disappeared, “So much the 
worse for her.” He shrugged. Then he smiled. There were few women 
in this part of the alcazar and Beatriz had lightened an otherwise 
tedious tour of duty. Nor did he fear for the Governor’s safety. There 
were other guards inside, and one lone girl, no matter how vigorous 
her tongue or her arm, could scarcely be construed as a danger to the 
king s treasure. She’d soon come flying out, that she would. 

She walked through a dark hall, her skirts rustling with the impa- 
tience of her steps. She passed a series of heavy oaken doors se- 
curely locked and chained with ponderous hon chains. Behind her, 
like the entrance to a tunnel, the brilliantly sunlit door grew small 
and golden in the distance. It was as if she were in a prison under- 
ground, though she realized she was actually in a tower. Some of 
the defiance went out of her manner. She felt hemmed in, she 
wanted open space around her again; but she did not go back. When 
she came to a steep flight of stairs at the end of the corridor she 
lifted her skirts and hurriedly mounted them, toward the sunlight 
aljove. The stairway was long and windowless, without a rail, made 
for fighting men who had no fear of heights. She hugged tiie wall. 

Suddenly the stairway ended on the highest floor of tire tower, 
just under the roof, and here the aspect of things was less grim, for 
she found herself at the door of a spacious apartment with many 
windows, narrow indeed, and barred, fighting windows: but they let 
in the light. There were weapons and armor about, stacked iron caul- 
drons, piles of cannon balls of stone and iron. It was a functional 
part of the castle, not usually lived in; but it had been made livable, 
even Imairious. There were thick Moorish carpets on the floor, paint- 
ings on the wall, wax candles in sconces, a great brass brazier m 
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which charcoal could be burned in winter to warm the room. There 
were also a bed and, oddly, a small dining table, just big enough for 
one. The bed was a hard folding cot, such as soldiers used in camp. 
By contrast, tire table was set with a silver plate, a silver goblet, a 
crystal decanter, a silver spoon and, astonishingly, one of the sbarige 
new forks that fastidious people were beginning to use to convey 
food to their mouths at mealtime instead of using their fingers like 
everybody else. The custom was said to have originated in Italy, like 
so many other queer notions, Most Spaniards maintained that the 
Italians must have very dirty hands if they were afraid to handle 
their own food. Beatrix had never seen a fork before, though she had 
heard rumors that they existed. Here, it seemed, one was actually 
employed—perhaps whoever lived in the tower was expecting a lady. 
She glanced at the uninviting army cot. No, hardly a lady. 

A thoroughly masculine voice with tremendous authority in it said, 
“To what good turn of fortune am I indebted for the honor of a visit 
from the Senorita de Bobadilla? I was not informed that Queen 
Juana had changed her standing order.” 

Beatrix wheeled about; her skirts billowed out like a dancer’s with 
the speed of her sudden, frightened motion, and brushed the velvet- 
.shod legs of the man who was standing so close that she had felt 
his breath on her neck when he spoke. 

“I thought I was alone," she gasped. 

“And I tliought I was,” he answered, bowing formally, not too low. 
“How pleasant to have in common that we are both m’ong,” He was 
big and dark, witli a student’s face tliat was curiously at variance 
with his capable soldierly hands; and his hands seemed at variance 
with themselve.s, since they were clean as a monk’s and tliere was an 
ink spot on the right one. Beatrix no longer felt bored. 

She dropped him a curtsey (no deeper tlian his bow) and smiled, 
“You seem to know me, senor, yet I have not the honor of knowing 
you; and I thought I had met all the men in the castle.” 

“I am Andres de Cabrera,” he said, 

“You, the governor of this alcaxar?” 

“Who places himself at your service, Senorita de Boliadilla.” 

“But—but I assumed the governor was ill, since I never saw him in 
the great hail at supper ” 

He paused. Perhaps he was a woman-hater and resented tire influx 
of queens, infantas and higli-born ladies in waiting into his castle. 
Yet he did not look like a woman-hater; it seemed to Beatrix that he 
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was eyeing her with exceptional appreciation, and she was used to 
being eyed appreciatively. She lowered her glance; she was not re- 
turning the usual look with her usual lack of interest. “I am perfectly 
well, sehorita. Not ill at all.” 

“And I. supposed you would be a much older man,” she said. “My 
father is governor of an alcazar. At Arevalo.” 

“1 know. Don Pedro de Bobadilla is honored in his charge and in 
his daughter,” 

Beatriz said inquisitively, “The castle of Don Andres de Cabrera is 
far handsomer, and Don Andres’ daughter, if he has one, must be so 
too.” 

“I suppose I shall never know till I have one, sehorita, and I shall 
never have one. till I have a wife,” Pie smiled slightly. “It has been 
a pleasure to answer your personal questions.” 

Beatriz colored. “I didn’t mean to pry, truly I didn’t. I was inter- 
ested. Are you dismissing me?” 

“The queen will be furious. You shouldn’t come here. Old Sanchez 
at the door is a gossipy soul; he wiU tell everybody how a girl over- 
came him, first with a word, then with a frontal charge that pinned 
him against tlie wall.” 

Beatriz’ color deepened. “You heard what I said?” 

“Alas— ” the governor grinned— “I did, sehorita.” 

“He made me so angry. I’m terribly ashamed. But how did you 
hear?” 

He crooked his ink-stained finger. “Come. I’ll show you.” 

He led her to a place where the wall of the apartment curved 
outward; here the floor was built to overhang the outer wall of the 
tower. A trapdoor in the floor was open. The sheer, clear, unob- 
structed drop was sixty feet. Beatriz was familiar with the common 
machicolation of castles, which enabled tlie defenders to pour boil- 
ing oil and molten lead on the heads of attackers, and had recog- 
nized the iron cauldrons in which the deathly rain was heated; but 
she had never seen such a big drop-hole as this. 

“Since it is just above the main gate of the keep, it has to be big,” 
Cabrera explained. “I often open it to get a Httle fresh air on these 
hot da5^s; I happened to see you vanquish my guard.” 

“Do you always live in the tower?” 

“I have the honor of making my usual quarters available to the 
Infanta, and to you.” 

Beatriz approached the gaping hole and peered down. Cabrera 
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caught her firmily by the arm and steadied her. “Careful now!” He 
spoke sharply as to a mischievous child. 

Beatriz let him draw her away. Tm tenified of heights,” she ad- 
mitted, “but I wanted to see.” 

“Fd better close it,” he said. “If there should be an accident I might 
just as well tiirow myself down after you.” 

To anyone else Beatriz would have quipped, “Would you care if I 
fell?” but she did not feel like bantering and flirting with the gov- 
ernor, whose clean-chiseled features were grim. Obviously, his solic- 
itude was based on something serious. 

“I do not understand, Don Andres.” 

“If King Alfonso wins the war he will hang me for not taking care 
of his sister s dearest friend. If King Henry wins he will hang me for 
letting an enemy spy on his treasure house. And there you have it, 
senorita. Your presence here is embarrassing, though I find that I do 
not wish to dismiss you.” 

“I shall go at once, Don Andres.” 

The governor said, “I closed the trapdoor, didn’t I? Must you go?” 

“I shouldn’t even have come. I knew Queen Juana’s orders, but I 
was irritable and bored and angry at being a prisoner.” 

"I thank God you did come,” he said. 

“Anyhow, I’ll be late for supper if I stay.” 

He did not answer. 

“Why does the governor of the castle never eat with the queen, 
Don Andres?” 

He hesitated. Then, “Let me show you the portrait of my father, 
senorita.” He took her to one of the paintings that hung against tlie 
rough stone wall of the apartment. It w'^as superbly to the life, the 
almost speaking image of an elderly Castilian grandee wearing 
the ministerial chain of ofiice, but with the long untrimmed beard ojF 
an Old Testament patriarch. Over his shoulders was draped the tal- 
lith, with its long blue fringe, the mantle worn by tiie Jew at prayer 
from the time of tlie Wilderness. 

“He was a minister of finance to the late King Juan during the last 
reign,” Cabrera said. “He died before I was born and my mother, a 
Christian, brought me up in the true faith. But Queen Juana insists 
that I am a Jew, and Queen Juana, of course, does not eat with Jews.” 
His voice was icily correct. 

It was a new tlieory to Beatriz. “But blood doesn’t make you a 
Jew,” She was suddenly afraid that Isabella might think it would. 
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“Blood doesn’t make yon anything. Almost everybody, even the Mar- 
ques of Villena, has Jewish blood in him if you go back far enough.” 

“I suspect there’s a lot of Moorish blood among some of our great 
families, too, especially in the south. It would be remarkable if there 
were not, after their seven hundred years’ sojourn in Spain. As for 
me, my Christianity does not, perhaps, go back far enough to satisfy 
tlie queen.” 

It was enough to satisfy Beatrix de Bobadilla; she said as much 
with her UvSual forthrightness. Don Andres flushed beet-red with 
gratitude. He grasped her hand and kissed it. “Mi senorita, I kiss 
your hand—” 

She did not withdraw it though his kiss was far from the casual 
brush of the lips that courtesy dictated. It was warm as an embrace; 
she felt the warmth in her own lips. 

“—and if I were not an extremely self-disciplined man,” he added 
with a smile, “I would kiss your feet also, thus acting out in very 
truth, ‘Os beso las manos y los pies.’ ” 

Beatrix had never thought of anyone actually doing it. “It is a 
strange and foolish expression,” she said. “But veiy nice.” 

“Once it was very accurate, senorita. It came from tlie Moors, like 
so much, botli good and bad: for Moorish slaves still kiss their mas- 
ters’ hands and feet.” 

Beatrix said, “I do not know; I am not a student, seilor governor,” 
and touched the inkstain on his hand, smiling. The little gesture gave 
her an opportunity to disengage their hands; Andres de Cabrera, ap- 
parently, was dispiosed to hold hers through the supper hour. 

“Oh, the ink.” He laughed. “Besides guarding King Henry’s treas- 
ure I must also make a weekly accounting of it, though he never asks 
to see my books. As 1 say, I am an extremely self-disciplined man,” 

“I shouldn’t suppose there’d be much left,” Beatrix said. “The way 
he live.s', and the amounts he squanders,” 

The governor looked at her oddly. “You would make a most beau- 
tiful and darigorou.s spy, senorita.” 

“By Cod’s trutli,” she replied^ “it is nothing to me whether King 
Henry has one rnaravedi or a hundred million! I have lived at his 
court and seen how prodigal he is, and how stupidly he manages, 
and I spoke my mind as I always do. I do not care a fig if the coffers 
behind those chained doors are empty or full.” 

“Yes,” said the governor, “that’s where he keeps it.” 

“I wasn’t asking.” 



“But 1 don’t mind telling, since no one but the king shall ever enter 
as long as the governor of this castle lives.” 

“Don Andres, Don Andres, I am not a spy. I should not have en- 
tered the keep at all except that I was weary with endless confine- 
ment and worried for Isabella, who grows paler and sadder every day. 
Though she never complains. Is she never to be released? I care noth- 
ing for myself.” 

The governor said, “I would ten tliousand times rather release her 
than you.” 

“I wmuld ten thousand times rather you did, Don Andres.” 

“For love of the princess, your friend?” 

He was asking too much, too soon. Yet it was a measure of his 
loneliness, despite his great office. 

“Will it suffice if I answer, Tor love of a friend’?” 

“God bless you for that, senorita!” It would suffice. For the time 
being. 

They walked down the staii-s of the castle keep, which this time 
seemed to Beatriz only one story high, Don Andr4s holding her arm 
and walldng on the outside close to the dizzy drop of the uurailed 
steps. “Have a care!” she warned, drawing him closer to her, away 
from the peril. 

The governor said, “I would tliey had built them narrower.” 

At the lowest level where the door of the tunnel, golden in the 
light of tlie sinking sun, grew larger as they approached, lie said, 
“Shall I see you again, Beabiz?” 

The dropping of the formal “senorita” was unexpected, but not 
unpleasant. “Not in the tower, Don Andres. I miglit steal.” 

“You have already stolen, Beatriz: stolen something tliat neither 
King Henry nor I can command.” 

"It is very late, mi amigo.” 

He did not quicken his slow deliberate step, yet he was thinking 
at a furious pace. “No, not in the tower. I will not jiernht von to vi.sit 
tire sleeping quarters of a man,” 

Proprietary already? Beatriz wondered. But it was how a good 
man ought to feel, unle45.s he meant to toy with her. 

“I sometimes pray Matins in the chapel,” he said, “Queen Juana 
seldom prays at all, and never at midnight. I can feel at ea.se at my 
devotions when her scornful eyes are not hurling ‘jew’ at me.” 

At the door of the keep old Sanchez’ cuirass clanked again against 
the battlement, this time because he stepped back in astonishment 
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when Beatriz and the governor came out, her hand resting familiarly 
on his arm like a lady with her lord. 

“The Sehorita de Bobadilla lost her way,” said Cabrera sternly, 
“and entered the keep by mistake.” 

The guard s face leered with gross and eloquent understanding. 

“Keep a civil tongue in your headl” snapped the governor. 

“But I didn’t say notlhng, governor, nodiing at aU!” 

“See that you don’t, if you expect to keep your post.” 

“Si, si, seilor gobernadorl ’Fore God, not a word.” 

“You quieted him/’ Beatriz whispered. 

“Oh no,” Don Andrds said simply. “You can never quiet a gossip. 
But now his gossip will be the truth.” 

“The truth?” 

“He will say that I love you with all my heart and soul.” 

“He will?” 

“He will say that I want Beatriz de Bobadilla to be my wife.” 

“Your wife?” 

“He will have us married in a week.” 

“Oh no, Don Andres, please not in a week. Not so soon. Isabella 
would be scandalized.” 

“I count it no treason to my king to reveal that Princess Isabella 
will not be a guest in this castle a week from today.” 

Now it happened, as a matter of course so natural as to be in- 
evitable, that Isabella also prayed Matins occasionally. She, whose 
father had died when she was only two, whose mother’s understand- 
ing had withered before she entered her teens, had learned early to 
pray. There wa.s no one else to hear. And God, who was close to all 
Spaniards, seemed especially close and near to the Castilian Infanta. 
To Him she had taken her little troubles when she w’^as little. With 
her growth had grown her faith, and now that she was no longer little 
the habit of prayer was strong and the comfort of prayer was great 
in the greater troubles that she sensed— she did not yet know f or 
certain—were pressing against the castle walls from the outside 
world of men and war. There had been a flurry of galloping couriers 
in the past few days. Queen Juana was distant and secretive, Beatriz 
had been alternately radiant and morose, and extremely uncom- 
municative, for Beatriz. Even tiie weather was wrong. 

On a night that should have been crisp and cool, but when a dank 
unseasonable mist hung over the battlements, shutting ofl the view 
of the mountains, imprisoning the stale smells of kitchens and stables 
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like a miasma, she rose from her bed and slipped into her dress and 
went to tiie chapel to pray. She tiptoed out of the room, not wishing 
to wake Beati-iz. At the door of the chapel she paused. Beatriz and 
the governor were kneeling side by side. Her hand was on Ihs arm 
and they were conversing, their faces very close, in an undertone 
that was soft, earnest and full of understanding. 

The perplexing thing was not that a young man and woman should 
meet in a chm-ch. People met often in churches when services were 
not being offered, to gossip, to rest, or merely to pass the time of day 
and munch nuts and sweetmeats in one another’s company. Even 
plays were put on in churches with costumes, scenery and musical 
accompaniment, to great groanings from the spectators when the 
saint actor was in peril and unresbained whoops of applause when 
the sinner actor fell into the smoking jaws of the monstrous scenic 
devil wliile thunders of hell beat out from tire biggest drum that 
could be procured in the village. No, the perplexing thing was not 
tlie meeting, since the governor, self-effacing though he wa.s, was a 
man and would inevitably be attracted to Beatriz. The perjjlexing 
tiling was why a man in his position, whose attention would be a 
favor, had been at such pains to be secretive. This looked like an 
assignation of a pair of guilty lovers. 

Isabella walked back to her apartment, frowning. Beatriz needed 
a talking to, and if Beatriz would not li.sten she decided to speak 
to tlie governor liimself. 

Shortly Beatriz tiptoed in, her face rosy, her .shoes in her hand, to 
find the candles Ht and Isabella looking at her reproachfully, with the 
blue-green lightnings asrnoulder in her eyes and rt‘ady to lilaze. 

“Mam Santifiima! I thought you were a.sleep,’' Beatriz .said. 

“I am not.” 

“But you were asleep, and now you are dressed.” 

“One chesses to go to the chapel to pray.” 

“Did—did you go?” 

“Yes. And I came back,” 

Beatriz sat down miserably on her bed, bright tears brimming in 
her black eyes, “Alas, then you saw us. How dreadful it must have 
looked. But he is tlie governor, vuestra alteza.” She almost never 
called Isabella lour Highness. 

“I know el sehor Gobernador Don Andres de Cabrera by sight. 
Since he has never had the coui’tesy to present himself, not even in 
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his capacity as my jailor, I have not desired to know him better.” 

“Oh, blit I know him so well. Please believe me; he is the dearest, 
most chivalrous of men.” 

“I could .see that you thought him dear; chivalrous he is not.” 

Now the big bright tears w'eUed over the long lashes and traced 
two .sad little courses that glistened wet in the candlelight on Beatiiz’ 
cheeks, from which all the color was suddenly gone. She was pale 
with something deeper tlian guilt, which Beatriz might have bra- 
zened out. 

“I love him so much,” she sobbed. “He wants to marry me; I yearn 
to many him.” 

Isabella softened. Marriage was an entirely different matter. “Then 
why in the world be so furtive? Must you always create the wrong 
impression?” 

“I was afraid of what you would think.” 

Isabella put her ann around her shoulders and hugged her affec- 
tionately. “Dear friend, have I ever said I did not wish you to marry, 
close as you are to me, much as I love you? I am not a sovereign 
or a parent; I cannot command you. I would not if I could. Did you 
suppose perhaps that I would accuse you of deserting me by marry- 
ing my jailor?” 

“I was just afraid of what you would think,” 

“Nothing could make me happier than your happy marriage. But 
not to tliis handsome mysterious governor, who tempts a lady into a 
holy place for a secret meeting. No, no Beatriz; not to him. He is 
hiding some secret guilt or he would declare his love in the full light 
of day, not hide it in a shadowy' chapel at midnight.” 

Beatriz said spiritedly, “His guilty secret is only tliat he wishes to 
.stay away from Queen Juana, who calls him a Jew.” 

Isabella said soberly, “Is he a Jew?” 

“Queen Juana says so. His fatlier was a Jew.” 

“No, no, not his father, not his mother. Is he a Jew?” 

“His mother was a Christian all her life, and Andres was baptized 
when he was three days old. She raised him in the true faith, and 
Andres has never swerved from it. I love him, and I know,” 

Isabella said, “Why then, you silly goose, he isn’t a Jew!” 

“Queen Juana says he is because his father was, and his forefathers 
before him. She says it’s in the blood, and so she will not eat with 
him.” 

Isabella could laugh gaily when things made no sense to her. “She’s 



worse than Fray Torquemada. The worst he ever said was ‘They 
never change, even when they pretend to,’ and that was when ]ie 
was teaching Alfonso and me to beware of converts who convert 
only for gain and prestige, cr5q)to-Jews’ he called them, who secretly 
practice their wicked religion. That makes them hypocrites, liars, 
lapsed heretics, subject to the laws; there is notliiiig worse than a liar. 
But Jews who .staunchly remain Jews are not punished.” 

Beati-iz said, “The cjueen is scornful, Andre.s is sensitive— and I 
didn’t know how you felt about these things. Some people think like 
Queen Juana.” 

Isabella laughed again. “What a senseless world it would be if ev- 
erybody thought like her! Blood and forefathers, indeed! What a 
mixture tliey make usi I have Plantagenet blood; does that make me 
English? I have Capetian blood; does that make me French? My 
forefather Louis IX of France is a canonized saint; does that make 
me a saint? My great-great-grandfather Henry of Trastamara was a 
bastard; does that make me a bastard? No, no, Beatriz, we are what 
we are. Andres de Cabrera is not a Jew just because his poor father 
was.” 

Beatriz said, “I think that you are an angel,” and Lsabella felt her 
hand suddenly grasped, kissed impulsively and wet with tears. 

Beatriz’ outbursts of emotion sometimes embarrassed Isabella; she 
rose and patted her friend’s hair, which was towsled and mussed by 
now. “Go to sleep, Beatriz. I shall pray to God to bless you and your 
love.” 

But Beatriz had another fear and did not go to sleep immediately. 
Not all of the whispered conversation in the chapel between her and 
tire governor had been about themselves, she said. Some of it had 
concerned the bitter water from the castle well. 

“I told Andres that you did not like the water here and asked if 
tfiere were not some light wine in the cellars that would be more 
palatable.” 

“The queen has been pressing wine on me, too, Beatriz.” 

“I told him that He grew very tlioughtful.” 

“She always did, of course, but more so lately tlran rrsuai, it has 
seemed. I had tried to hide my dislike of the water, but she must 
have guessed, Bxrt any water is better thair the strong vintages she 
drinks. If the governor has some light wine I’ll be thankful for it.” 

Beatriz looked at her oddly. “He doesn’t want you to drink wine; 
he was quite positive; he virtually forbade it.” 
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“Forbade it?” 

“And to me, too.” 

Isabella smiled. “It is a small matter to me, but it will be amusing 
to sec you, Beatrix, on a diet of waterl” 

“I’m afraid it is more than a small matter, Isabella. Andres is King 
Henry’s man— alas, I cannot change his stubborn loyalty— but he mut- 
tered something about not wanting a dead bride and a dead princess 
on his hands when the army comejs. That is all he would say, and 1 
think he was sorry for saying even that much. Then he said he would 
have fresh water from the aqueduct in the city delivered every day 
for our use. ‘And see that you drink notliing elsel’ he said.” 

Isabella thought of her brother, thought of the dead dog. It is dif- 
ficult to poison W'ater; it is relatively simple to put a massive dose of 
poison into heavy wine, which hide^ its color and blankets its taste. 

The governor had not identified which army was marching on 
Segovia, but there was no need to. Patently it w^as not friendly to 
Queen Juana or it would never have driven her to renewal of such 
desperate expedients. The mystery of the recent spate of couriers 
was now clear. 

In Avila the boy king Alfonso had given Archbishop Carrillo no 
rest, pestering him night and day, first begging and finally command- 
ing tliat they march fortliwitli to liberate his sister. 

“Little Highness,” Canillo replied, "learn that you cannot spur a 
starveling horse. Money is coming in every day; tlie Grand Rabbi 
has already contributed; Ferdinand of Aragon makes great promises, 
but is slow in delivery as usual; and Isaac Abrabanel has made a 
token payment. The money ■wall come, lad, tlie money will come. 
But these things take, time.” 

“Your Reverence, my time is running out.” 

Alfonso’s eyes were feverishly bright, though Carrillo’s physician 
said he had no fever and diagnosed his complaint as a humoral im- 
balance, where the element of heat had gained ascendancy over the 
element of cold, as often happens in young men. This condition was 
aggravated by tl'ie unseasonably hot and humid weather, by certain 
malign planetary configurations and by the patient’s understandable 
anxiety over his sister. 

Copious bleeding had done no good, however. The phy.sician then 
suggested twice-daily bleeding. Carrillo would not pei-mit that. On 
which the physician clucked his tongue and shook Iris head and de- 
clared, “Since Your Reverence cannot see your way clear to avail 
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yourself of my science, no one can say how soon His Highness will 
be in need of Your Reverence's prayers,” and withdrew with a grave 
face. 

Alarmed by the physician’s disclaimer, Carrillo permitted the dou- 
ble bleeding, but Alfonso, already frail, now grew so pale of cheek 
that at length he forbade any bleeding at all 

Carrillo was equally alarmed by Alfonso’s remark, “My time is run- 
ning out,” which might mean so much. Carrillo was always dis- 
turbed by mystical remarks that seemed to foretell the future, since 
one never could teU whether tliey stemmed from a sickness or from 
the angels. Both were extremely disconcerting to a practical man. 
At such times the archbishop became most at ease when he girt on 
his sword and mounted his favorite black charger and tlirew himself 
into action. 

“You will never be satisfied till we march,” he grumbled, “so march 
we shall. It will be better than broodings and bleedings. But ojaM, 
that I had ten thousand men and some siege guns!” Yet he bore in 
mind that all the money King Henry had was locked up in Segovia^s 
alcazar, and he tried to persuade himself that the burning in King 
Alfonso’s eyes came from the angels. 

To Cabrera’s disgust the city of Segovia offered no resistance to 
the army. He said some hard tilings to Beatriz about Torquemada, 
the prior of Santa Cruz, who went out of his monastery in full ec- 
clesiastical procession with his monks and preached a sermon in the 
public square, forbidding tlie shedding of Christian blood. 

Isabella sighed, “Since this is war and, worse, a civil war, I suppose 
tliat for once good Fray Tomds does not know where his duty lies 
and will not take sides. Nothing i.s black and white in politics.” 

They saw the army advance and camp within bowshot of the cas- 
tle walls. From tlie battlements Isabella could make out the features 
of her brother as he stood before his tent, over which flew the liiack 
castle of Castile and the red lion of Le(Sn, and the figure of the 
archbishop before a tent flying the banner with a great green cross. 

The governor glowered. “They have no guns. I have. They are 
rnad.” ■ ■. ' 

“For Dios, if you fire,” Beatriz threatened, “I swear that I will—” 

“Knife me, thou tigress?” He smiled. “I have heard about your 
knife. Or push me over the wall, like old Sanchez?” 

Beatriz sobbed into her handkerchief, “I never knifed anybody, 
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and I didn’t push Sanchez over the wall. But I swear I will never 
marry you if you fire.” 

“My mission is to defend the king’s ti-easure, not to attack. But if 
they attack me I will fire. I do not think they will. These walls are 
proof against a force twice tile size of this,” 

“Does it pose no danger at all to the castle?” 

“None at all, my dear.” 

“But wouldn’t it be very uncomfortable living here during a siege?” 

“Oh probably. There would be shortage of food in time, minor 
danger from falling arrows, catapult missiles crashing down once in 
a while, crossbow bolts making it awkward on the walls, all tlie usual 
things.” 

“Will there be casualties?” 

“There are bound to be a few, but I’ll take care of you.” 

“I wasn’t thinking of myself. I was only afraid you might repre- 
sent this formidable force to the queen as absolutely harmless. As I 
see it, there aie going to be wounds, death and intolerable incon- 
veniences. You are an honorable man; you never lie. Even Isabella 
admires your fidelity to King Henry, though he is against her. Can 
you truthfully tell Queen Juana that she is in no danger?” 

Cabrera exploded with laughter. “Dear girl, you are not only a 
tigress, you are a diplomat. I had already decided what to do with 
the princess, and the lukewarm temper of the city proves that I was 
right. Now I know what to do with the queen— and glad I shall be 
to be rid of the smell of her. Beatriz, my beautiful diplomat, this 
force looks more formidable to me eveiy minute! There will be a 
parley; there always is. Then I shall give Queen Juana my shuddering 
estimate of this mighty host.” 

There was a parley on neutral ground just outside the gate of the 
alcazar, since none of the principals would put themselves in the 
power of the others for fear of being held hostage. Alfonso, as king, 
demanded the instant surrender of the fortress and an oath of hom- 
age from his ^'a.ssaI the governor. The governor demanded the in- 
stant dismissal of the rebel army and oatlTiS of homage to King Henry. 
But these were mere civilities, the traditional showing of feudal teeth 
in accordance with custom which nobody took seriously. With expres- 
.sions of mutual esteem and protestations of their own invincibility’ 
they withdrew, agreeing to meet again on the morrow. Then, the 
amenities over, the real haggling would begin. 

During the night Andres de Cabrera sought audience with the 
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queen and reported with perfect honesty that the rebels had 
marched without opposition through the city of Segovia, up to the 
very citadel. True, tlie castle was strong, but it was not provisioned 
for a prolonged siege and no one knew when, if ever, King Henry 
would march to its relief. Meanwhile the townspeople were apa- 
thetic; no aid could be expected from tliat source. And he did not 
minimize the element of personal danger to which everyone in the 
castle would be subjected when the stones and javelins began to fly. 
He could promise her security only in quarters deep underground at 
tlie bottom of the keep, and he told her that vinegar was already 
boiling in the kitchens to kill the lice and chase out the rats. 

Queen Juana’s reaction was quick. She saw herself deprived of 
light, air, freedom of motion and entertainment, doomed to an in- 
definite stay in a damp, unwholesome dungeon like a criminal. The 
prospect stifled her. Knowing her husband she did not count on a 
speedy release. 

She flew into a tantrum, abusing the governor, cursing Alfonso, 
spitting obscenities against King Hemy; and ended by sobbing vio- 
lently, soiling her handkerchief with dark eye cosmetic, demanding 
some means of escape. 

“An escort of soldiers would be suspect. Your Highness. We are 
surrounded. But I can arrange for the cart of the water carriers to 
take you through the Hnes. In a day you will rejoin your husband, 
in the safety of Valladolid, surrounded by his loyal Caballeros, the 
Marques of Villena, the valiant Don Beltran de la Cueva, and all 
the rest.” 

Queen Juana eyed him malevolently, wondering if he had known 
how strongly die mention of Don Beltran, from whom she had been 
separated so long, would weigh witli her. But the governor’s hand- 
some features remained perfectly bland and respeetfiil. 

That night the water carriers’ cart carried an unaccustomed bur- 
den back to the city and beyond the mountains, away from the sore 
spot of war. 

Next day the parley was renewed in earnest. The archbishop was 
disposed to demand at least expenses for his forces; Cabrera refused 
him a single maravedi. “That is one subject I will not discuss witli 
Your Reverence; my cannon will speak for me.” King Alforrso’s de- 
mands were moderate in the extreme; he demanded only the person 
of his sister and her friend. 

“In the absence of the Queen” the Governor smiled, “who did 
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Dot take the princess with her when she suddenly decided to go 
elsewhere, I do not consider that I am under orders to keep Dona 
Isabella in custody.” 

Carrillo shouted, “Queen Juana is gone? Santiago, but I wanted 
her.” 

“I conceh’e it my mission, Your Reverence, to guard the king’s 
treasure,” the Governor said with elegant sarcasm. 

“King’s treasure, forsoothi” the archbishop grumbled. “Don 
Belti-an’sl” 

“Someone’s, assuredly. In any case, she is gone.” 

Carrillo knew he could not have got her anyhow. 

“I am impatient to return,” Alfonso said. “When will my sister and 
Beatriz be released?” 

“Her Highness is at liberty' to depart at any time. As for tlie Seiio- 
rita de Bobadilla— perhaps you had better ask her. I should like her 
to remain.” 

"Oh. no, none of that,” the archbishop thundered. “No hostages, 
Don Andres.” 

But Alfonso had caught the softness in the governor’s tone. 

“Wait a moment, Your Reverence.” He .smiled. 

The governor .said, “Dona Beattiz has done me the honor to con- 
sent to become my wife. It would not be proper for her to leave 
after that.” 

Statesmanlike thoughts went racing tlirough Archbishop Carrillo’s 
mind. Here was a heaveri-sent opportunity to install permanently 
the be.st friend Isabella had scpiarely in the house of the king’s able 
and honest treasurer, where she would influence him and win him 
softly over to the right side in a languid civil war. Had he schemed 
and brought to pa.‘i.s such a maneuver it would have been a feat of 
national significance. But God, and young hearts, had accomplished 
it in that mysterioiLS manner which works so slyly for good where it 
is least expected, confounding the devious wisdom of diplomats and 
glorifying history with its thousand unlikelihoods that cynics can 
never quite believe. 

Carrillo was a.stonisliied and delighted, but he could hardly be- 
lieve it hirn.self. Somehow he must make sure that Cabrera meant 
what he said, that he was not, after all, deceiving her with promises 
and actually holding her ho.stage. 

“Senor goljernador,” he declared, offering his hand, “let me con- 
gratulate you. I should be happy to officiate at the union of this 
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good girl with a man of your integrity. I am prepared to do so at 
once.” 

Cabrera, overwhelmed, knelt and kissed the archicpiscopal ring. 
“That the Primate of Spain should so honor me, whose father w^as a 
Jewl” 

“Tut, tut, man. The fathers of half die Holy Apostles were Jews.” 

The banns, the tiiple announcements in churches, all the delays 
that ordinary people experienced before they could marry, Carrillo 
dispensed and swept away with a wave of his hand. He married the 
daughter of the governor of the alcazar at Arevalo to the governor 
of the alcazar at Segovia that same day; and tliat same day the rebel 
army decamped, with Isabella and King Alfonso, brother and sister, 
reunited. 

The reunion was short-lived. Despite all the efforts of the best 
physicians in Castile, despite renewed bleedings doubled and re- 
doubled, despite huge draughts of bulls’ blood, despite infusions of 
bezoar from the gut of goats, despite elixir of imicorn’s horn, despite 
blistering poultices apf)lied to his flesh and chicken feathers burnt 
in the sickroom to purify the air, and despite the lieartfelt prayers 
of half a sorrowing nation, King Alfonso died. He never reigned. The 
only crown he ever wore was tinsel, on the vega of Avila in a travesty 
of a coronation. In his coffin it was remarked that his hair was the 
same golden hue as his sister’s, who kept vigil beside him in death. 

There was now no prince of royal blood to lead the rebel lords. 

Of one accord they turned to the stricken Isabella and offered her 
tlie crown. 



ISABELI.A NOW FOUND IIERSFXF A FIGURE OF INTERNATIONAL IMPOR- 

tance. The memory of Joan of Arc was still fresh in the minds of tiie 
older generation of statesmen. Grave gray heads turned thoughtful 
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in many a European chancellery at tlie prospect of another girl of 
equal piety, greater )>eaut)? and amazing personal magnetism placing 
herself at tire head of an army, uniting a nation. Dispatches were 
torn open with impatient hands, and candles burned far into the 
night as sharp intellects scrutinized the latest news from Spain. And 
many statesmen, especially Louis of France, whose life work was 
foreign chaos, concluded tliat she must be murdered, married or 
warred against if she did in Castile what Joan of Arc had done in 
France. Meanwliile they watched and waited. 

In Valladolid King Henry wept, and even Queen Juana, shaken 
by her recent flight, lost confidence. In the streets of her own capital 
no one cheered and many grandees of the court openly wore mourn- 
ing to honor the stainless memory of the dead King Alfonso, 

“Fve got to appease her,” King Henry said. 

Queen Juana readily agreed, “You can always retract whatever 
you promise. The temper of the people may change.” 

At the same time in Avila, in a scene tliat was painful to her fol- 
lowers, Isabella refused the proffered crown. 

Carrillo was appalled. The Grand Admiral enti-eated her with 
tears in his eyes. The rebel grandees were dismayed. 

“But your brother did not refuse!” Carrillo pleaded. 

“My brother was a man, with a man s conscience, which is more 
complex. He did what was right for iiim, and I must do what is 
right for me. I am not a statesman. All I know is that King Henr\' 
is my father's son and received his crown in unquestioned succession 
from the king my father. As long as Hemy lives I wall not war again.st 
him.” 

And no grumbling of the factious lords would shake her. They 
learned the lesson of her deep devotion to legitimate mle, but they 
gained no leader in their civil war. 

“It would be most unwise to tell King Henry of your weak de- 
cision,” Carrillo said sternly. 

“I d<jubt if you’d let me tell, my lord archbishop. I am always a 
hostage of one side or the other.” 

“I could wish that you were a man, mi princesa,'' he said. “Or at 
least diat you had a husband to make your decisions. But do not 
reproach me with harsh words like ‘hostage’. I meant onh^ wbat I 
said, not a jot more: it would be unwise, it would be disastrous for 
the realm, to surrender completely to Henry, who is in a position 

[S9] 



where he must compromise, even we sue for peace, as now we 
must.” 

“Peace is my constant prayer. I could not serve tiie cause of peace 
by warring against the legitimate king. I will lead no factions.” 

Carrillo wavered. Pie thought of the temptation on the pinnacle 
of the temple, of the temptation in the wilderness, of the temptation 
on the high mountain. “Let me pray that you are guided aright and 
that your instinct is sound.” The archbishop was gaining a new meas- 
ure of the Castilian Infanta. Crowns are not easily or often rejected. 

But the rightness of Isabella s decision was soon manifested in a 
startlingly practical manner. Not only the rebels sued for peace; King 
Henry also sued for peace. The couriers with invitations to the parley 
actually passed enroute. 

The meeting was amiable, and Isabella gained more than a dozen 
liatties would have gained her. King Hemy granted general amnesfy 
to all the rebel lords, botli great and sraalh and their followers down 
to the last war-weary footsoldier. 

He acknowledged her Princess of the Asturias, heiress to the 
double crown of Castile and Le6n, though to do so he excluded little 
Beltraneja and for the second time implicitly branded his queen as 
an adulteress, 

Isabella was present at the parley. “And I must not be con.strained 
in my choice of a husband, when I come to marry,” .she stipidated. 
“1 must be free to choose him without interference.” 

Forthwith the unheard-of demand was incorporated into the 
treaty. Henry incontinently tlirew away one of the most valuable and 
generally accepted rights of kings, to arrange the marriage of au lieir. 

She asked no more. But Carrillo did. Wa.s' not the Princo.ss of the 
Asturia.s to be maintained in a state conformable with the dignit)^ 
of an heire.s\s to tlie crown? 

The revenues of the cities of Avila, Buote and Medina del Campo, 
Molina, Olmedo, Ubeda and Escalona were set aside for her. Carrillo 
smiled to himself. With Beatriz now mistress in the castle at Segovia 
that was one article, at least, of the treaty tliat would be kept to the 
letter. 

In a .splendid ceremony of investiture at Valladolid, which every- 
one contrasted with the sorry spectacle of her brother’s coronation, 
rebel and loyal lords alike competed to be first to kiss her hand and 
swear her their oatlis, while bells rang from the clrurcb towers, Iron- 
fires blazed in the streets and the common peupki cheered them- 



selves hoarse for love of the princess who had brought them peace. 
In a gesture that Isabella disHked,, but that he insisted upon as if 
humiliation were queerly pleasant to him, King Heniy’ himself 
walked on foot leading a snow-white mule on which she rode to a 
luxurious residence tliat had been set aside for her. 

Round, her there gathered a sober court of aU that were best in 
the kingdom. Even the Marques of Villena, with his scented hair 
and pearl earrings, would sometimes present himself, to pay his re- 
spects and incidentally to spy out the strengtli of her following. It 
was strong; it was healthy. And he would ask himself how anybody 
could be cheerful, as everyone obviously was, without the fortune 
tellers, the palm readers, the acrobats and dancers and magicians 
and necromancers, the love affairs and drinking bouts and gambling 
games that furnished amusement in King Henry’s court. 

Had Isabella been ugly and old, had she been crooked in body or 
mind or as loose as the worst of the women that disgraced the court 
of the king, still she would have had suitors. For she wore a coronet 
and one day she would wear a crown. But the statesmen in the 
chancelleries of Europe found themselves confronted with a phenom- 
enon that happens once in a century: here was a princess of un- 
questioned right to a throne, the throne of a great nation that was 
rich in natural wealth and a glorious history of valor— did not Spain 
still stand as a buffer state against the Moors, protecting all Europe? 
—the throne of the politest nation in Chi-istendom and only now tem- 
porarily in eclipse because of a king whose weaknesses were prob- 
ably mental. This once-in-a-century woman, far from being ugly and 
ancient, wa.s eighteen years old and so lovely to behold that her 
bounty seemed ti work of supererogation on the part of the angels. 
Nor wa.s she soft or weak or easily tempted. With a shake of her 
head .slie had refused a crown, and brought peace where before tliere 
was civil war. 

The matvimoniai mills in tire great European chancelleriCvS began 
to grind ul; a furious pace. Even from faraway England there came 
an olfer of marriage. Young Richard, the duke of York, sent an emis- 
sar}'^ asking for her hand. “My master,” the emissary hinted, “is 
destined for greatness in England. True, there is a minor civil dis- 
turbance in my island home, but that will pass, and it is not too mucli 
to hope that one day Richard’s duchess will be England’s queen.” 

.lsa})ella heard him out with dignity, but she did not encourage 
him. Everyone knew that the "minor disturbance” was the disastrous 



civil War of the Roses that had torn at the vitals of England for 
years and would probably continue for years. She warned him that 
the Castilian cortes, which she patiently explained was the same as 
the English parliament, would probably not wish the heiress of the 
Castilian thi'one to leave Castile for residence in so dangerous and 
distant a country as England. 

King Louis XI of France also sent an emissary headed by a cardi- 
nal. He was extremely well-informed, as were all Louis’s arnicas- 
sadors. “This Englishman, Richard of York, is a cripple with a 
withered arm. Your Highness, a bloodthirsty man with a wicked 
heart, who wiU blast your personal life and involve Castile in foul 
and endless wars. How much more pleasing to God and my master 
would be a union with the Due de Guienne, my masters brother, 
your good and powerful neighbor to tlie north of the Pyrenees. The 
Due de Guienne is such a gentle man!” 

She heard the French cardinal out too. There was much logic in 
what he said. France was the most powerful nation in Europe, so 
powerful that Castile might become a mere French province if she 
should accept. She was rather afraid of tlie French king, and she 
knew very little about the Due de Guienne. Yet she did not flatly 
reject him. Indeed she could not, for Carrillo too was pressing a 
marriage upon her. So were the Marques of Villena, and King Henry 
and Queen Juana and the Grand Admiral, though to different princes 
and for different reasons. 

And BeatrizI Who wrote from Segovia that she was divinely happy 
witli her Don Andres, adding in a mixed-up happy way, “What a 
burden virginity is to a girl!” 

Things were simple for Beatriz, who had seen her caballero face 
to face and married him for love. Beatriz did not have to negotiate 
at a distance, through foreign emissaries, for foreign princes. Once 
the ambassadors’ missions were accomplished their duties w''ere at an 
end, and no doubt they would be given an order or an estate for 
their pains. But Isabella would have to live with the prince in the 
terrible intimacy of marriage, to share his bed and bear his children. 
All her life long. 

Alfonso of Portugal, older and fatter than ever, also sent an emis- 
sary, who was also a cardinal, also a persuasive advocate. “Once 
Your Highness thwarted my masters love, on a beautiful night at 
Gibraltar, by warning that King Henry was planning to pay his troops 
with funds from my master’s generous dowry. But all that is changed 



now; only my master’s love has not changed. Nay, if it has changed, 
it has changed for the better, like the dowry, since both have grown.” 

King Henry, Queen Juana and the Marques of Villena strongly 
favored the- Portuguese mai'riage, which would get Isabella perma- 
nently out of the kingdom and dissipate her following. For Isabella 
to refuse, was doulily difficult: she was loath to leave her beloved 
Castile, yet she knew that Portuguese and Castilian Infantas often 
married across the border and tradition was strong with her. On 
more personal grounds the aging king filled her with dread, but sbe 
could not tell the cardinal that 

“Is there not some impediment in our kinship, Your Eminence? We 
are cousins.” 

The cardinal was well prepared. “No more, Your Highness, than 
in your kinship with your cousin Ferdinand of Aragon. True, tiie 
Church prohibits marriage within the fourth degree of kinship, but 
the Ploly Fatlier can always grant a dispensation.” 

Isabella sighed. The reigning Pope Paul had considered her 
brother a rebel when die civil war had set him u^i as a rival king in 
Castile; no doubt he considered her a rebel too. No doubt he would 
grant her a dispensation to marry Alfonso of Portugal if Portugal and 
King Henry asked for it. But she doubted very much if he would 
grant one for her to marry Ferdinand. And Ferdinand was also woo- 
ing her. 

“Negotiations with Rome always take time, do tliey not?” Isabella 
asked. 

“Sometimes they can be expedited,” the Portuguese cardinal re- 
plied. 

“Pray, do not press the matter, Your Eminence. I want eveiything 
done with dec^orum.” 

“My master has waited a long time, viiestra alteza.” 

In this cold and complex political game, with its distressing cross- 
currents, which she had to play alone, where her love of country 
was invoivtid and her body was the pawm, she envied Beatiiz. But 
there ivas a stubborn streak in Isabella. Princess or no princess, she 
too had a right to happmCvSs! 

Yer)' secretly, unknown even to Carrillo, she sent her chaplain, 
Alonso de Coca, across the Pyrenees to Bordeaux in Guienne. There, 
from a distance, he observed the person whom the French emissary 
had described as “such a gentle man.” 

The chaplain’s report was instinctive, “The brother of the French 
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king is a feeble effemmate prince with rlieumy, watery eyes, and so 
languid of body that he cannot support the weight of armor like 
other Caballeros, but goes about in a cloth-of-silver coat to simulate 
tlie same, an eccentricity which causes great amusement here in 
Bordeaux. His legs are spindle and bent almost to deformity.” And 
the chaplain added with a sally of wit, “I know not what sort of man 
appeals to a lady’s eyes, but the Due must have found favor with 
one, at least, since he daily is seen in the company of Ins mish-ess, 
a great fat woman named Madame de Montsoreau.” 

On the chaplain’s return Isabella sent him to Saragossa in Aragon. 
If one had to employ agents one had better do a good job and em- 
ploy trustworthy ones. 

From Segovia the chaplain reported in a vein that at first caused 
Isabella to smile. Good Padre de Coca must have acted in his younger 
days as one of those scribes who wrote letters for the vast number of 
ilHterate persons, by no means confined to the lower classes, who 
occasionally found themselves required to put their thoughts on pa- 
per. Many a needy divinity student eked out his slender purse in 
this way, and often the missives were love letters. 

“Prince Ferdinand,” wiote Padre de Coca, “is in all things a most 
excellent caballero, straight of limb and tall of stature, with the car- 
riage of a king. He is strong in the lists, where he disports himself 
whenever no serious fighting is at hand; though recently his fighting 
has been in deadly earnest, the Catalans being restless again. He 
admires all manly sports, riding and hunting indefatigably, especially 
wild boars; and playing at pelota, in which he greatly excels. Often, 
I regret to say, he relaxes by playing cards; but I hasten to add that 
he plays only for the skiU of the game, to outwit liis opponent, never 
to gamble. He is most cautious in the spending of money. 

“He is abstemious in food and drink, the plainest of viands suffic- 
ing, and water his favorite beverage. His speech is persuasive and 
pleasant, and I believe that a certain harshness in his voice may come 
from long shouting of commands in the field. His forehead is high, 
his nose most nobly long, liis hair crisp and wavy, reddish in hue. 
His eyes are blue and calm. His chin, which is clean shaven, is deter- 
mined. There are no spots or sores on his skin and he bathes so 
frequently as to cause comment, at least once a week. But this is 
probably owing to his active manner of life and is in no wise effem- 
inate. 

“He is assiduous in the practice of religion, making his communion 
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often and fasting. His father the king holds liim in great affection, 
and he him. So do the ladies. 

“In dress he is sober, in manners restrained. 

“Temperate is the word for Prince Ferdinand in aU things save 
ambition for power, which I do not conceive to be a sin in princes of 
our dark age when civil strife so lamentably pervades all nations. 

“Were I the earthly father instead of the ghostly father to Your 
Highness, how I should pray for Your Highness’s union with such a 
Caballero!” 

Slowly the enthusiasm of Padre de Coca communicated itself to 
Isabella. She read it over and over, wanting to believe every word of 
it. It was almost too good to be true. And how it contrasted with 
what she knew of her other suitors! “If Ferdinand of Aragon is half 
the paragon painted by my chaplain’s pen, which almost seems be- 
witched, I am blessed above all other princesses!” 

Archbishop Carrillo and tlie Grand Admiral, Ferdinand’s grand- 
father, had long favored Ferdinand, stressing the benefits that would 
accrae to both kingdoms if Castile and Aragon should unite, as they 
would when Henry the Impotent and old King John of Aragon 
should die. On their deaths Isabella would succeed to the crown of 
Castile, Ferdinand to the crown of Aragon. But there would be one 
throne, one kingdom, Spam! Their children would be kings and 
queens of Spain. The very title rang with majesty! Politically, eco- 
nomically and militarily the benefits of the great territorial amal- 
gamation were inestimable. The new Spain would rival France in 
organic unity and power. 

Now, to the great delight of Carrillo and the Grand Admiral, 
Isabella told them she would accept Ferdinand. At once they drew 
up the complicated marriage conffact that tradition required when 
royalty married. It was a marvel of statecraft, very long and full of 
checks and balances, since it had to protect and delimit the rights 
of both countries, lest Castile think itself subject to Aragon or Aragon 
to Castile. 

Then Isabella forthrightly made public her decision. 

Immediately everything went wrong. 

King Louis of France, who abhorred unity anywhere but in his 
own realm, quickly sent money and soldiers to aid the rebel Catalans 
in Aragon. “That will keep young Ferdinand out of the marriage 
bed for a while, and, with luck, get him killed in battle!” 

King Henry, strengthened by the interval of peace, fearful of add- 
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ing all Aragon to Isabellas following and frustrated in his attempts 
to get her out of the kingdom, whined that Carrillo had used him 
ill, ill; Queen Juana sobbed and threatened; tlie Marques of Villena 
called Carrillo traitor and sent soldiers to arrest him. 

Caught unaware, the archbishop was forced into hiding, to iiy to 
reassemble die late rebel lords. The Grand Admiral withdrew to his 
own estates. 

Thinking Isabella now deserted. King Henry appeared and de- 
manded that she instantly disavow her acceptance of Ferdinand and 
signify to the Portuguese embassy which was stiU in Valladolid, that 
she would marry Alfonso of Portugal. She refused. 

‘T did not hesitate to imprison your brother,” he said, "and I shall 
not hesitate to imprison you. In the morning my Moorish guard will 
have the honor to escort you to the alcazar at Madrid if you do not 
obey me,” and he padded out in his jeweled slippers, quaking with 
the temerity of tire ultimatum he had just screwed up courage to 
deliver. 

She stiU refused, and said her prayers, and went to bed. 

During the night a young nobleman, Gutierre de Cardenas, major- 
domo of Isabella’s little court and a devoted follower, muffled to the 
eyes in a long black cloak, spurred out of Valladolid with tlie mar- 
riage contract concealed in his breast and set his horse’s head tow'ard 
Aragon. 

In the morning the soldiers came to aixest Isabella. But they could 
not get through the crowds. The news had leaked out. The streets 
were milling with townspeople who had risen spontaneously and 
leaderiess, seizing on any weapons that came to hand-pikes, old 
swords, peasant scythes, butchers’ knives and meat cleavers— arming 
tliemselves in defense of the princess who had brought them peace 
and who had been promised by solemn treaty that she could many 
anyone she chose. Isabella could scarcely believe her eyes. The amaz- 
ing reaction of the people was true because she saw it happening, 
but it was more like a scene in a miracle play or some wildly un- 
likely song that the minstrels sang. 

King Heruy quickly countermanded the order for her arrest, and 
protested that he had sent the soldiers only for her x^rotection. 

But Valladolid was no longer safe. She prayed that God would 
speed her courier to Ferdinand, and Ferdinand back to her. 
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GUTIERI\E DE CARDENAS MADE HtS WAY THROUGH A COUNTOYSIDE SWARM- 

ing with tlie king’s partisans. The border between Castile and Aragon 
was defended by a line of grim castles; and the castles were chiefly 
owned by various members of the great Mendoza family, a clan tra- 
ditionally loyal to the Crown, hence hostile to Isabella, Cardenas was 
forced to avoid the larger towns and travel by unfrequented circui- 
tous routes, a factor that delayed him. But had he been careless or 
unlucky, had he been arrested and searched and the marriage con- 
tract discovered, his delay would have been longer, perhaps per- 
manent. After Isabella’s innocent declaration of her intention the 
Marques of Villena, Queen Juana and, of course. King Henry the 
Impotent were in no mood to trifle. 

Beyond the bleak and desolate region of the frontier he entered 
the kingdom of Aragon and descended into the fertile valley of the 
Ebro, Here the fierce cutting winds of the cruel Castilian upland 
lost much of the October chill. He sensed, though stiU far off, the 
mellowing magic of the warm blue Mediterranean Sea. No Spaniard, 
bred in the frigid winters and scorching summers of Old Castile, 
could ever pass into Aragon without sniffing the balmier breeze wdth 
suspicion, convinced in his heart that the breed of men in this land, 
like its climate, was made of stuff less stern than Castilians, full of 
soft wiles like the Aragonian weather, amiable, seductive, sensuous. 
Treacherous. And so thought Gutierre de Cardenas, loosening his 
cloak about his tlrroat. But he was in friendly territory now; he no 
longer feared arrest and he took the shortest, fastest way. 

He supposed himself unexpected. It was gratifying to find a wel- 
come at Saragossa, the capital; the city gates swung open as for a 
wlsiting prince at the name of Isabella of Castile. It was gratifying 
to have an officer conduct him at once to the very gates of the palace; 
and he reasoned that Aragon, so long and wistfully hopeful for Isa- 
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bella’s marriage with their crown prince, was merely at pains to be 
courteous to any courier of hers. A few minutes later he w'as to dis- 
cover that he was not quite unexpected. Messengers from Carrillo 
and tile Grand Admiral had already preceded him, from towns 
closer to tlie border. 

At the palace gate a young man in court dress, obviously attached 
to tile royal household, smiled, extended his hand and addressed 
him in pure Castilian, wholly free from the slightly nasal twang of 
the Spanish spoken by the Aragonese: “I am Francisco de Valdes, 
Yom- Excellency, to serve God, Your Excellency and yoiu mishess, 
Her Highness Dona Isabella.” Valdes’ face had an open, friendly 
look and his handgrip was firm. 

“I am Gutierre de Cardenas, though scarcely an Excellency,” he 
said. “I bear a private message from Her Highness.” 

“Anyone from Her Highness is an Excellency, Don Gutierre. The 
king, Prince Ferdinand, the queen, the council, everyone is awaiting 
you.” 

“Me?” 

“They supposed it would be Her Highness’ major-domo. They have 
prayed for your safe arrival, and so have I, whom once Pier Highness 
saved from a slavery worse than the Moors’. Would Your Excellency 
follow me?” 

Travel-stained and weary as he was, he was conducted at once to 
an audience chamber; and tlrere he was asked to sit, actually to sit, 
in the presence of two crowned heads and one that would wear a 
crown, a free and easy etiquette that would never have been coun- 
tenanced in Castile, not even in the loose and irregular court of King 
Henry. Cardenas was ill at ease, but immensely flattered. 

King John eyed him slirewdly with his keen and newdy restored 
vision. “Isabella sent you a good man, Ferdinand. Rides hard, by 
God. I like to see saddle sweat on a man’s breeches.” 

“John, for goodness’ sake!” the queen said. Cardenas colored up 
to his ears. 

“WeU, Ido.” 

Ferdinand, standing behind his father’s chair, said quietly, “Don 
Gutierre could do with a cup of wine, Father. A man gets thirsty 
in the saddle, and no one has given him even a moment to change 
and refresh iiimself.” 

“Couldn’t wait to hear what he had to say, son; couldn’t wait. 
Well, lad, out with it. Will Isabella have my boy?” 
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“Sir— I—I—liave some papers—” 

The queen sent a page scurrying off for wine. “And some fruit, 
Don Gutierre? A chicken?” 

Was he going to be asked to eat with royalty, too? 

“A cup of wine would be most welcome, madame.” 

“Wine for everybodyl” tire king said loudly, and instantly corrected 
himself. “Oh no, not for the prince. Never touches it,” 

“I think I should like to join Don Gutierre in a cup of wine, sir.” 
“Eh?” 

“Yes.” 

“Then the day of miracles is still with us indeed.” 

The queen herself poured tlie wine from a glass decanter into 
Cardenas’ goblet, which also was glass, clear as a diamond and paper- 
thin. Aragon looked towards tlie East, towards Venice and the dis- 
tant reaches of the Mediterranean, towards Constantinople (now so 
lamentably fallen to the Turks and renamed Istanbul) the city that 
had first taught the Venetians to make glass. The wine was native 
Spanish, but the glass partook of the same exotic and slightly sus- 
picious luxuriousness that characterized the Aragonian weather. 

Having honored the guest by filling his goblet, the queen gave 
the wine to a page, who filled the other goblets. King John downed 
his with hearty relish; Ferdinand sipped. 

“Well?” said the king. 

“Couriers from Archbishop Carrillo and the Grand Admiral have 
already notified us of the Infanta’s publicly proclaimed decision,” 
Ferdinand said, “as well as the other good news, namely, the re- 
gathering of the great lords whom King Henry so basely brands as 
rebels.” 

“I wanted to hear it from his own lips, Ferdinand.” 

“It is hue, Your Highness, that Dona Isabella, my mistress, has 
done me the honor to permit me to act as courier for this great and 
good news, entrusting me with her marriage contract, drawn up in 
proper form by the greatest lords, lay and ecclesiastical, of Castile.” 

He produced it. 

“She hasn’t got all the greatest lords,” King John said practically. 
“But she’s got the best Except for tlie Mendozas, of course.” 

Ferdinand held out his hand for the parchment, which King John 
was carefully unrolling. 

“Nay, lad, not so fast, I am stiff the king, and my eyes are good 
again since that Jew surgeon of mine couched them.” 
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"A Christian could have done as well, ’^ Ferdinand said. 

"And I’d have been blind as a bat. No thank you,” the king said, 
reading rapidly. Having scanned the long marriage, contract he 
passed it to Ferdinand. “It looks all right. Sign it.” 

Ferdinand ran his eye down the long list of provisions, politely 
pln-ased, but startling in their content. 

His face did not change, but he said, “Don Gutierre has ridden 
a great way and is very fatigued. Would it not be courteous to let 
him vtdthdraw for a while?” 

“Fm afraid I brought only the clothes on my back,” Cardenas said. 
“I came alone.” 

“Francisco will give you a suit of mine,” Ferdinand said pleas- 
antly. “I should say you and I are about of a size.” 

And now he was going to wear tire crown prince’s clothing! 

The queen raised her eyebrows a trifle at such an honor, but King 
John chuckled. He knew the suit would be threadbare, but it was 
always good to see Ferdinand’s thrifty diplomacy at work: Ferdi- 
nand wanted to talk about the contract without offense to the touchy 
Castilian envoy. Castilians were always touchy. 

At the door Francisco de Valdes whispered excitedly to Cardenas, 
“Let me tell you about a remarkable occurrence on the Isle of Pheas- 
ants, when the Infanta spirited me out of the service of Henry of 
Castile.” And before he had changed into Ferdinand’s doublet and 
hose, which were threadbare indeed, but still a prince’s, Gutierre 
de Cardenas learned more of the courage tliat, even in her youth, 
had run so deep in Isabella. 

Behind the closed door of tlie audience chamber Ferdinand said 
harshly, “This contract deprives me of all authority over my future 
subjects—” 

“Not ail, Ferdinand. Not all, by any means.” 

“—and all authority over my futoe wifel” 

King John looked slyly at his queen. “As for that, thou son of my 
loins, you but share the fate of us all who take on the joys and 
responsibilities of matrimony.” 

“And high time, too,” snapped the queen, Ferdinand shrugged it 
off. 

“Listen,” he said, quoting the document. “I must live in Castile, 
and not leave the realm without her permission.” 

“She will be the ‘Queen Proprietress’ of the realm. It is a usual 
stipulation,” the king said. 
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“1 must alienate no crown property.” 

“Would you want to? It wiU be your own propert)/. More than 
my kingdoms of Aragon and Sicily combined.” 

“I must make no civil, military or ecclesiastical appointments witli- 
out her consent.” 

“She will consent, lad, if they are just ones. That stipulation is 
full of Castilian fear. They are afraid you will replace Castilians with 
Aragonians in posts of honor.” 

“I must eject no nobles from their estates—” 

“Isabella will eject them if they don’t behave.” 

“—and by to get back all Aragonian estates now in dispute on 
the frontier and restore tliem to Gastilel” 

“Nay, that is a bad one. But who can enforce all the clauses in 
a marriage contract? Who has the power to, once you come to rule? 
Nobody!” 

Ferdinand nodded, “True, true; that is most certainly true,” he 
said softly. “I need not live up to aU this.” 

“It’s not at all a bad contract,” King John said. “You undertake 
to war against the Moors. That you will like! And Granada will make 
you rich as Midas, once you take it.” 

“Once I take it.” 

“You will take it,” the queen said proudly, “You will always take 
anything you want. You are my son.” 

“Mine too,” King John said. “Don’t forget that; I fancy I could 
still break a spear in the lists.” And to Ferdinand, “Note that both 
you and Isabella wiU sign all ordinances— does that sound as if she 
wants to rule alone? Note that she provides you with an enormous 
revenue for your personal expenses, more tlian a Queen of Castile 
ever did before for her consort, and you needn’t account for a mara- 
vedi of it to her or anyone else. That is unheard-of generosity in a 
Castilian.” 

“True, the allotment to the consort is generous. I’d never need it 
all; I’d use it against the Moors.” 

The king said, “The awkward provisions— which can always be 
sidestepped— are not directed against Aragon. They are merely in- 
serted by CarriUo, a consummate statesman, to allay Castilian fears, 
to unite the country behind you and your princess, and to placate 
the nobles, especially the Mendozas, who object to your marriage. 
And when yon come to rule,” the old king said, his lifelong dream 
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shining in his eyes, “then, then Spain will be one, as God meant her 
to be!” 

Ambition alone, and confidence that tlie awkward provisions could 
indeed be sidestepped, would have impelled Ferdinand to reach for 
the pen to sign. But the queen reminded him, “Don’t you love her, 
Ferdinand? It seems to me that I have heard you express yourself 
at times that you did.” 

King John laughed. “I once heard him express hiuLself to the effect 
that the Infanta has a most beautiful backside.” 

“John, don’t be vulgar!” 

“I said,” said Ferdinand, “tliat Isabella has a most beautiful back, 
which she kept turned to me during an ape-on-horseback entertain- 
ment” 

“Same thing,” said the king. 

“John, please.” 

“Oh very well, my dear.” 

“I was extremely drawn to her beauty, I have always felt love in 
my heart for her,” Ferdinand said soberly, “though it seems many 
years ago, and I did not know in what direction my marital duty 
w'ould lead me.” 

"You make it sound very dismal.” The queen smiled. “It wasn’t 
that long ago, and she’s prettier tlian ever now.” 

“And your marital duty, my lad,” the king said, “leads straight to 
her bed.” 

The queen lowered her eyes. Ferdinand grirmed, signed. “That, 
sire, is no heavj^ duty.” 

“If we must speak of beds,” tlie queen said distastefully, “let me 
w'arn you, son, that you must give up completely that wom-an of 
yoius.” 

“Naturally, madame, She means nothing to me.” 

“rU make provision for her somewhere,” King John said amiably, 
“ril send her back quietly to Italy, marry her to some nice Calabrian 
Caballero.” 

“I am afraid, sire,” Ferdinand said, flushing, “that she may present 
something of a problem for quite a while. I regret to confess—” he 
looked shamefacedly at his mother “—that my friend, the Duchess 
of Eboli, presented me witli a son four days ago.” 

“Wbuf/” shouted the king. 

“You heat it somewhat coolly, Ferdinand,” the queen said. 

“I had intended to break this news gently, little by little, to spare 
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you the force of its shock. Unfortunately, the arrival of the Castilian 
courier forces me to pour it all out at once.” 

“Like the filth of a chainbeipot from a casement pouring down on 
my head!” the Icing roared. 

“Softly, softly, my husband,” the queen replied. But there was no 
softness in her tense, low voice. Her accusing eyes were fastened 
directly upon the king. “Does Your Highness forget the Duke of 
Villahermosa?” 

“That was years ago, years ago!” sputtered the king. “Times were 
dift'erent, and I was young. The Duke of Villahermosa is now a re- 
spectable peer, a valiant caballero, a distinguished fighter, one of 
the props of my tlii'one.” 

“Nevertheless, he is Ferdinand’s bastard half-brother, and I never 
said a word, John, never once.” 

“Tins is different,” the king said weakly. 

The queen replied, “For wives it is always the same.” 

“I was very young.” 

“So is Ferdinand. Will you acknowledge the child, Ferdinand?” 

“He is mine, and I will acknowledge him.” 

“You are a good man,” said his mother softly. “A good man can 
make one mistake. But do not acknowledge your bastard at once, 
Ferdinand. Confession is good for the soul, but it should be delayed 
while greater things are afoot. Isabella would not understand a thing 
like this just now.” 

King John, recovering somewhat, thundered, “Isabella is the big- 
gest prude in Christendom, and if you blurt out this— tins unfortunate 
little business— you will ruin forever the last best hope of union for 
the Spanish crowns!” 

“Isabella will love, then Isabella will learn,” the queen saidj’^'and 
this time the king heard the softness in her tone and saw, with keen 
eyes that thanked her, the smile on her lips as she looked at him 
across the room, across a lifetime of love. 

“We will take care of your friend and your child,” the queen said. 
“Very quietly. When he is older you shall acknowledge him.” 

“I surely did not mean to imply that my acknowledgment would 
come now, madame. I will do it only when I am strong in Castile. It 
would be most impolitic to acknowledge the infant now. And, of 
course, he may not hve.” 

Her son unquestionably could treat things coolly. 

It was fortunate that Ferdinand possessed a cool head. The Ara- 
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gonian treasury was low. The Spider King of France was threatening 
the northern provinces and encouraging the Catalan rebels in the 
south. 

"Our soldiers are busy,” King John said, his brow furrowed with 
troubles. “I can spare you scarcely a decent guard of honor for your 
entry’- into Castile.” 

Ferdinand replied, “I do not plan to enter Castile at the head of 
a powerful escort of 'foreigners’. Tire futui’e king of Castile must not 
come as a conqueror. Meanwhile my bride is beleaguered in her own 
palace at Valladolid. That first!” 

He dispatched a flying herald to the Duke of Medina Sidonia in 
Andalusia with a signed copy of the marriage contract and an in- 
flammatory letter ostensibly lamenting the divisions in Castile which 
rendered King Henry’s and Isabella’s following equally powerless. 
Ferdinand’s letter was admirably calculated to remind Medina 
Sidonia that now was tire time to improve his own personal fortunes. 
"So?” said tire Duke of Medina Sidonia, swallowing the bait. “Weaker 
than ever in the capital? I always did like Isabella!” And he seized 
the opportunity to make private war on his neighbor, tire Marques 
of Cadiz, whom he always fought whenever the central authorit}' 
was especially incompetent. Andalusia flamed up with civil strife 
again. 

Bewildered, the Marques of Villena and King Henry marched 
south to try to put down the discord. Queen Juana with her rouge 
pots and wounded pride fled to the safety of ViUena’s alcazar at 
Madrid, indignaxrt and bored witlr a life tlrat was developing into 
one perpetual series of flights. Yet Isabella did notlring but pray! Who 
W’as fighting her battles for her? 

In Saragossa Ferdinand smiled craftily. “For the moment, at least, 
the pressure is off Isabella. Have I not done well, my father?” 

“Admirably,” said the old king hesitantly, for Ferdinand had a cer- 
tain tw’inkle in his hard blue eyes. “What is it you want? You alway.s 
want something when you look like that.” 

“I was merely wondering, sire, whetlier I am properly equipped to 
woo so exalted a princess as the heiress proprietress to the doiilDle 
crown of Castile and Le6n.” 

■‘It seems to me that you have pretty well demonstrated yoiu- 
equipment, son. That Eboli woman.” 

“If my mother were listening, sir, assuredly she would say, ‘Do not 
be vulgar. I refer to my title. You too have a double crown,” 



King Jolin sighed, smiled, “Oh. very well, very well. I have lived 
out nearly four-score years; time will claim us all in time; take what 
you want; no doubt you are right; if I cannot give you mone)' or 
soldiers I can at least give you honors. What shall it be?” 

“I should be infinitely better equipped if I wore a crovm.” 

“Not Aragon! No lad, not that; not yet” 

“Sicily, sire.” 

“I was afraid you would ask for Ar-agon, That would be too soon. 

I am not yet in my grave.” 

“Your Highness is in the golden prime of life; and if my prayers 
can aught avail before the tlirone of heaven, Your Highness shall 
sit secure on your own for many years to come.” 

“If I had your tongue I should not be beset by enemies in my old 
age. Take it, Ferdinand. Take die crown of Sicily, It is ancient and 
honored; honor it always. It is also a bit precarious.” 

“I will honor it! And I will secure it!” 

“Take it, take it!” 

The great chancelleries of Eiuope soon learned and noted with 
quickening interest that Ferdinand of Aragon was suddenly a king, 
a young man to be taken seriously, crowned with the crown of Sicily, 
a diadem refulgent widi bloody glory won in the Crusades and one 
that still could be formidable. 

There remained the irritating factor of Isabella’s tender con- 
science. “She refused the king of PortLigal on grounds of kinship,” 
Gutierre de Cardenas had said. “She fears a proti-acted delay from 
the Roman court before a dispensation can be procured to marry 
Prince Ferdinand, who is also a close relative.” 

“Does she now!” King Jolm said pleasantly. “Put such fears out 
of your mind, Don Gutierre. All that was taken care of long since.” 

“Was it?” Ferdinand asked, 

“Do you doubt me, your own father?” King John demanded. 

“In nothing, sire,” Ferdinand smiled. But this, he thought .silently, 
should prove insh-uctive, 

“Then do not doubt me now. Once married, if I may so express 
myself, knowing my son, the damage will be done and no power 
under heaven would separate husband and wife. The world will 
be confronted with a fait accompli. All will give way before it; Ara- 
gon and Castile will be one flesh and one kingdom, Henry and 
Henry’s faction will wither like a frostbitten flower.” 
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Cardenas said, "She will never marry without the blessing of the 
Ghm'ch.” 

“Nor will she have to,” King John said. 

It seemed to Cardenas next morning that things could happen with 
astonishing swiftness in Aragon. With every outward manifestation 
of reverence King John produced a scroll of parchment that swept 
away in the twinkling of an eye ail impediment to the projected mar- 
riage: ft was a bull of dispensation signed by the supreme authority 
of Christendom, the Pope, permitting Ferdinand of Aragon to marry 
any am related to him within the fourth degree of kinsliip. The docu- 
ment was convincing to Cardenas, not only because few monarchs 
would have the effrontery to forge a communication from the Holy 
See but also because the leaden seals were almost impossible to coun- 
terfeit. 

King John said plausibly, “One of the great difficulties among us 
royal families is that we are all very closely related. I took the pre- 
caution some years ago of procuring a dispensation for just such a 
contingency as has now arisen. An angel must have guided me!” 

Ferdinand’s face was gravely expressionless. If he was smiling in- 
wardly nothing showed on the surface. The seals were unquestion- 
ably genuine; but then, many papal buUs came from Rome. It would 
not be impossible to transfer them from one piece of parchment to 
another. 

“You wiU note,” King John said, “that there is a blank space for 
the name of the bride. Candidly I avow, though my son and I have 
never considered anyone seriously except Isabella, that there just 
might have arisen a situation-had she died, wliich aU tlie saints for- 
bid!— where Prince Ferdinand might have had to marry another 
princess. But another princess too, as I mentioned, would very likely 
fall within the proliibited degree of relationship. Do you follow me, 
Don Gutien'e?” 

“Perfectly, Your Highness.” 

“Nay, you look skeptical!” 

“Your Highness, I protest—” 

“Perhaps you tliink we plan to use this bull more than once!” With 
a firm hand he penned in the name, Isabella of Trastamara, Infafita 
of Castile. “The ink is ineradicable, Don Gutierre,” he said accus- 
ingly. 

It was not only ineradicable. Ferdinand noted that it exactly 
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matched the ink of the Holy Roman Chancery, a remarkable coin- 
cidence. 

■‘Your Highness, such an unworthy suspicion never crossed my 
mind!" 

‘‘Then you will not be surprised that the Holy Father who signed 
tliis but! is not Paul II now gloriously reigning in Rome but the late 
pontiff of blessed memory, Pope Pius II.” 

Cardenas crossed himself. “I am not skeptical, Your Highness. It 
would of necessity be the late Pope Pius, since Your Highness re- 
ceived it some years ago,” 

It would indeed of necessity be Pius, Ferdinand knew. The pres- 
ent Pope favored King Henry! 

“If anyone dared to be skeptical,” Cardenas said, anxious to clear 
himself, “the seal of the late pontiff alone would be convincing, to 
say nothing of the blank space reserved for the lady's name and tlie 
well-known Chancery Script in which the buU is written.” 

“Hal You noticed tliat? That shows you are a scholar as well as a 
gentleman. A wonderful invention of the sainted Eugenius IV, this 
Chancery Script!” 

Cardenas had not known that it was Eugenius IV who had substi- 
tuted a swift new cursive hand beautifully legible for the stiff old- 
fasliioned Gothic in the diplomatic correspondence of the Holy See. 
Ferdinand suspected that his father had not known it yesterday. 

King John carefuUy sprinkled fine white sand over Isabella's name, 
to dry the ink and keep it from blotting when the scroll was rolled 
again. He turned to Ferdinand, addressing him first by the royal 
title to which he was now entitled as King of Sicily. “I have done 
what I could to smooth Your Highness’s way, to Castile and to your 
bride.” Then, embracing iiim affectionately, “God bless )’'0u and keep 
you, dear son, till we meet again— if we do. Fare safely, fare swiftly, 
farewell. And beware of Mendoza castles!” 

Ferdinand said thoughtfully, “I have been thinking about that.” 

That night there rode out of Saragossa not one but two parties 
of horsemen. The first, which took the fastest, shortest route, leading 
straight through the principal cities, was a group of nondescript mer- 
chants with cheap kitchenware rattling in shoddy chests strapped 
to the backs of mangy, spavined nags. The other, wliich rode on 
richly caparisoned mounts, wore the dress of noble caballeros and 
went by cowpaths and byways and obscure circuitous routes, espe- 
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dally in the vicinity of the Mendoza castles, which Ferdinand would 
logically be expected to avoid, thus making themselves only the more 
conspicuous to any of King Henryk’s spies who might be lurking on 
the frontier on the lookout for the unwelcome prince. 

Indeed, the leader of this handsome band still wore Prince Fer- 
dinand’s doublet and hose. 


Ill 


THE SLEEPY GUAUDS ON THE CASTILIAN FRONTIER, WHOSE DUTY IT WAS 

to watch for .smuggled Eastern treasures— for pepper and purple dye, 
for ivory and coffee and jade— peered into the traveling chests of 
the Aragonese merchants and languidly let them pass. A few cheap 
pots and pans were not worth haggling over, even for a bribe. “I 
do not see why one must h'avel at night to ti-ade tJm trash,” the 
guard said. 

The leader of the merchant group said, “We need the daylight 
hours for selling. These days it’s hard enough to scrape up a few 
maravedis for food, let alone drink.” 

“God’s truth,” the guard agreed. 

The servant who was leading the horses across the border said, 
“Sehor guard, the inns are much cheaper at night when no further 
travelers are expected.” 

“Speak when you’re .spoken to!” the senior merchant said roughly. 

“I beg your worship’s pardon,” the servant said humbly. Fie re- 
alized at once that he should not have spoken; the habit of command 
is hard to break. 

The guard waved them on, with a parting sour word, “You could 
teach that apprentice of yours some decent manners.” 

Out of earshot the senior merchant said, “A thousand pardons, 
Your Highness. You simply don’t sound like an apprentice when you 
talk. I was afraid he would look into the chests.” 

Ferdinand said severely, “I was afraid you were going to give him 
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a gratuity. As for the chests, he was far too sleepy to look for the 
double bottom.” On further reflection, a little later, he admitted, “No, 
Francisco, you were right. I should have held my tongue even if 
you had parted with a coin,” 

They pushed on at a steady pace, not sparing the horses. Spavin 
is not a fatal disease in horses; it is not a disease at all; it is the gnarled 
remains of old straining, showing itself in bony excrescences on the 
shanks of the beasts, rendering them wondrously ugly and worthless 
for sale, but by no means incapacitating them. And these were care- 
fully chosen, well-fed and rested for the journey. 

“With luck well reach Osma tonight,” Valdes said. 

The night was cold and clear; the stars were close, and a biting 
wind cut across the high Castilian plateau. In tlie starlight the region 
was wild and rough, sparsely dotted with rock-strewn peasant farms. 
But tliere was a crystalline quality in the atmosphere that exhilarated 
Ferdinand, even though it nipped at his bones: this was the stern 
hard land, tierra de cantos y santos, the land of stones and saints, 
where nothing came in half-measure. 

This was the land where Valdes and Cardenas had been born: 
Valdes, whom Isabella had smuggled out of King Henry’s service, 
but who now was guiding him back into King Henry’s kingdom, 
where assuredly King Henry would find an excuse to clap him 
into a dungeon, if notliing worse. And Cardenas, whom he had plan- 
ned to trick into wearing his princely apparel~and had not had to. 
When Cardenas learned he was to head a decoy group of cabaUeros, 
he himself had made the suggestion, laughing gaily as if the danger- 
ous impersonation merely added zest to the adventure. He had 
said, “I shall act in every way as I think Your Highness would act, 
except tiiat I shall run away if we are attacked, and thus lead them 
further a.sti’ayr’ Ferdinand’s own mind was practical and analytic; 
it disturbed him not to be able to define with precision the quality 
in Isabella that evoked such devotion. One should know one’s wife, 
to know how to handle her. What made her followers love her so? 
Not beaut)^ alone. The Duchess of Eboli was extremely beautiful, 
and he did not love her very much; never did really, though she had 
been pleasant company on that flying trip to liis father’s domains 
in Italy, and then the minx had got pregnant and followed him back 
to Aragon. Well, that would be covered up. Till he was strong in 
Castile, this land of stones and saints. But, he thought, “This same 
stern land that bred Isabella and Valdes and Cardenas has also bred 



King Henry and the slippery old Marqu4s of Viilena. It can be man- 
aged.” Patience. He would be strong in Castile. 

It was midnight when the little party drew rein to breathe their 
sweaty horses for the first time. Some had begun to limp, the half- 
healed tendons in their legs protesting against the long hard ride. 

Black against the slq^line, blotting out tlie fiery stars in a grim rec- 
tangular pattern that shot up unexpected turrets, there loomed a 
castle. No light shone from it, nor from the small village that clus- 
tered around its base. 

“Yonder is Osma,” Valdes said in a low voice, as if he were afraid 
the wind would blow his words across the distance and sound an 
alert. 

“The place is friendly to Doha Isabella,” Ferdinand said, “and so 
is the Count of Trevino, master of the castle, if I am to believe the 
couriers from Carrillo and the Grand Admiral.” He had to believe 
someone. They drove the weary horses apace.- 

Ferdinand patted his horse’s neck. “You poor beast, you have 
served me faithfully in pain. If you get well I shall present you to 
Trevino; if not, I promise to have you shot instead of letting them 
slit your thi'oat.” The horse, perhaps sighting the distant castle and 
hoping for rest, limped a little faster, down the long last mile of his 
painful journey. Shortly they clattered over the cobblestones of the 
castle courtyard. 

Valdes shouted, then Ferdinand joined with the trumpet voice that 
so often had carried above the tumult of battle to rally his men; 
but there was no answering haUoo from the battlements, wluch 
seemed deserted. The night was dark and hostile as before, and 
Ferdinand was tired and cold. And hungry, since he had refused 
to stop even for food since nightfall. 

Impatiently he led tliem to the main gate and hammered against 
it with the hilt of his sword. Above him loomed the sheer height 
of tlie keep, with its menacing system of overhanging watchtowers 
where sentinels were, or should be, posted. “You, up tliere! Open up 
and let me in! I am Prince Ferdinand of Aragon!” 

A sentinel, roused from a comfortable sleep in the watchtower, 
shouted angrily down, “So you’re Prince Ferdinand of Aragon, are 
you? Well, I am the Holy Roman Emperor, and here’s a present 
for you!” 

There was a whoosh in the air, and down came hurtling a rock 
from a drop-hole in the watchtower; it was big enough to have 
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crushed three men, had they been standing shoulder to shoulder. 
It narrowly missed the prince as it crashed into the courtyard, strik- 
ing sparks from the cobbles. 

Ferdinand sprang back and let fly a litany of curses as only a Span- 
iard can curse, starting with God tlie Father and exhausting his 
breath long before he had exhausted the catalogue of saints. Had 
good Padre de Coca heard him at that moment he would have 
warned Isabella, “Temperate is not always the word for Prince Fer- 
dinand. His rages can be violent in the extreme.” 

Valdes and his companions joined their shouts to liis, protesting 
tiiat he was not only Prince Ferdinand of Aragon but also the King 
of Sicily and that this was a sorry way to welcome a reigning mon- 
arch. There was a steely noise from the inner court and the running 
of mailed feet, as if guards were gathering. 

Ferdinand laughed, his temper quickly under control. “The fools 
tliink they are being attacked,” 

Some minutes passed. He could hear the battlements being man- 
ned, crossbow's being wound taut, their ratchets clicking; presumably 
more, rocks were being readied at chop-holes in tlie bai'bicans. Pres- 
ently a little wicket was cautiously opened in the main gate, torch- 
light began to shine tlnough the iron grating and a voice called, 
“Let him who says he is the prince step fonvard and be recognized.” 

“That is an Aragonian,” Ferdinand said, and strode up confidently 
to the wicket. 

The face beyond the bars, well out of reach of a dagger thrust, 
suddenly changed, “Sangre de Dios, it is the prince! You were re- 
ported at Calahorral” 

“This is where I am,” Ferdinand said calmly. 

There was a flurry of activity inside, the thumping of heavy timber 
thwarts thrown down in haste, the metallic sounds of iron bolts un- 
locking as the ponderous machinery tliat secured the main gate 
was set in motion to open it. 

“At Calahorra?” Ferdinand mused. Apparently he had been rec- 
ognized in tlie vicinity of the strongest of the Mendoza castles, the 
seat of the Bishop himself, titular head of the poiverful family of 
royalists. Faithful Cardenas! He hoped he had got through. But pri- 
vately he condemned such rashness. It was chivalrous; it was selfless 
devotion of the highest order; but Cardenas was not acting in all 
things as Prince Ferdinand would have acted. A smaller Mendoza 
castle would have sufficed. 
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The great gate swung wide. The group of merchants found itself 
safe behind strong stone walls for the first time since leaving Sara- 
gossa. 

Shortly tlie Count of Trevino came forward to meet his guest, full 
of apologies, full of good news. “An inexcusable bliindei'. Your High- 
ness!” 

Ferdinand smiled. “Not at all, mi primo.” Trevino flushed with 
pleasure at the title, which he did not deserve. A Castilian king 
would have addressed only a grandee as “my cousin”; a lesser noble 
had to be satisfied with mi pariente, my kinsman. “The sentinel did 
only his duty, since I am at Calahorra.” 

“We surely did not expect Your Highness.” 

“A princely cavalcade left by another route; my merchants and I 
came by tlie high way.” 

Trevino laughed heartily. “Yet I suspect even Cardenas is safe. 
King Henry is still in the south, or at least he is supposed to be. It’s 
hard to tell where anybody is these days. And the countryside is 
quiet. My watchman says he thought you were a gang of— I implore 
Your Highness’s indulgence— robbers!” 

“Fortunately one of your men, a border dweller by his speech, rec- 
ognized me.” 

“I hope Your Highness will not hold it against the man that he 
entered the service of a Castilian,” Trevino said uncomfortably. “The 
fellow came to me with a story of a barren farm that he said would 
not support his family—” 

“I too am changing countries, in a way,” Ferdinand said. “I shall 
not blame anotlier for doing what I myself am doing. Before I go 
I shall give liim a florin for the good service he rendered me.” 

Francisco de Valdes could hardly believe Ills ears; but before Fer- 
dinand left he did give the man a florin. He had no intention of 
permitting his reputation for stinginess to take root in Castile. 

It was good news tliat King Henry was still in the south; it was 
good news that Trevino had a strong guard of ti’ustworthy knights 
to escort him to Valladolid. 

Clean, fed, dressed in new apparel, mounted like a prince and 
completely refreshed by five short hours of sleep, Ferdinand set 
out at dawn, to the. surprise and chagrin of all the Caballeros whose 
powers of recuperation did not equal his own, which w^ere tremen- 
dous. The pots and pans and spavined horses he gave to the Count 
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of Trevino with many flattering expressions of esteem, calling him 
mi primo and inviting him to tlie wedding. 

In Valladolid, where Isabella had proclaimed her decision to marry 
him, where the common people had rioted in the sti'eets when King 
Henry opposed him, he was greeted by swanns of cheering citizens, 
dressed as for a fiesta. They had proclaimed their own holiday, and 
as the richly mounted cavalcade slowly progressed through the 
streets, with Caballeros flying their colorful heraldic banners and the 
mingled standards of Castile and Aragon fluttering and kissing each 
other atop gilded spears, the crowds strained for a glimpse of tlie 
king-prince whom their beloved Infanta loved and whom they too 
wanted a chance to love. 

Nodding and smiling to right and left, waving a friendly hand in 
a fawn-colored glove, riding his high charger with soldierly skill, 
he presented as startling a contrast as could be imagined to Henry 
the Impotent. That day were scurrilous placards nailed to King 
Henry’s palace gate, and illiterate obscenities chalked on his palace 
walls, wliile the people sang wildly to Ferdinand, 

Flores de Aragon 

Dentro in Castilla son! 

Fenddn de Aragon! 

Fenddn de Aragon! 

It would have reddened King Henry’s pasty face to hear Ferdi- 
nand and his companions welcomed into Castile as the “flowers of 
Aragon.” It would have infuriated tlie Marques of Villena to hear 
Castilians hailing the standard of Aragon, pendon de Aragon, as if 
it were already their own. Ferdinand was stealing their hearts, as he 
had stolen Isabella’s— from a distance of a hundred leagues. A fonmi- 
dable. man. 

Not everybody cheered. Some Royalists furtively left the streets 
and disappeared. Couriers sped off to tlie south. King Henry and 
lh,e Marques of Villena spurred home towards their seduced and 
precarious capital, leaving Medina Sidonia and the Marques of 
Cadiz to continue their disastrous feuds in Andalusia. 

Before she set eyes on the man she was to many Isabella heard 
crowds cheering him in the streets. Her little court was clustered 
around her. Beatriz had coine up from Segovia; Cardenas and his 
Caballeros on their fast horses had got safely home. Men wore their 
swords and jeweled orders, women their richest velvets and finest 



silks; the room was brilliant iii the steady clear light of pure-was 
candles glittering on ancestral jewels in a ti-easure of lace head- 
dresses. Isabella stood straight and regal, her copper hair gold in 
tire golden light, the green very prominent in her eyes, that were 
big wdth excitement. Only outwardly was she calm. 

"It is a happy omen that the people cheer him,” Beatrix said. 

Isabella whispered, "Is my coif straight? Should I have put on a 
little rouge after all, just as you said? I feel pale as a ghost. How 
shall I be sure which one is the prince?” 

“Cardenas knows,” Beatiiz repHed. 

Isabella laughed softly, unsteadily. “What an awkward thing if I 
should mistake one of the others for him!” 

Her cheeks were indeed too pale, Beatriz thought. “Perhaps just 
a little rouge—” 

“Nay, then I should look like Queen Juana,” Isabella said. And 
now she was blushing. 

“There is plenty of time,” Beatriz said soothingly. “He will go to 
tine archbishop first and meet his grandfather there.” For Ferdinand’s 
grandfather, the Grand Admiral, as well as Archbishop Carrillo had 
regathered their forces and boldly returned to Valladolid to take up 
their residence. 

“I wish they would hurry,” Isabella said, but checked herself, “nay, 
that is wanton,” and blushed redder than ever. 

Beatriz said, “Mi princesa, you are lovelier than an angel!” in a 
tone so freighted with unfeigned admiration that Isabella wanted 
to hug hei\ 

“I hope Carrillo will have news from Rome,” Isabella said anx- 
iously. “He has seemed somewhat evasive on that subject.” 

Beatriz said comfortingly, “Surely the dispensation has arrived by 
now. Perhaps he wants to surprise you.” 

“At the last moment? That would be unkind, unlike him.” 

“He is always so busy \vith his soldiers.” 

Isabella nodded doubtfully. “That is most true, and they are most 
important. But the dispensation gives me nightmares, Beatriz. The 
Holy Father was not friendly to my brother; how can I hope he will 
be friendly to me?” 

“The archbishop will manage.” But Beatriz did not feel the con- 
fidence that she tried to impart. Her husband, still staunchly loyal 
to King Henry, had not thought the Pope would comply. 

“I am afraid I must sound most unmaidenly in a hurry.” 
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Beatriz smiled. ‘Terdinand would be delighted to hear you say 
that." 

“For shame, Beatriz! He mustn’t!" 

Outside there was a new burst of cheering, and the clattering of 
many horses over the cobbles; the flickering of torches shone tlirough 
the leaded panes of the casements. 

“He must have heard you " Beatriz said impishly. “At any rate, 
he’s here.” 

The doors opened, Carrillo and the Grand Admiral entered, fol- 
lowed by the Aragonian caballeros, who were now in court dress, 
which they wore with more ease than the disguises they had so 
recently put off and in which the shabby “merchants” were no longer 
recognizable. Everyone was smiling, the Grand Admiral’s eyes were 
misty with emotion, and it seemed to Isabella that Carrillo had never 
worn so complacent an expression. Perhaps the news had come from 
Rome; perhaps he had planned to surprise her. He certainly looked 
sly. 

But among the richly dressed and handsome young men she could 
not quite be sure which one was Ferdinand. One of them looked 
familiar. Tentatively she directed a hesitant smile at him. 

“No, no, Your Highness,” Cardenas prompted her in a whisper. 
“That is Francisco de Valdes.” Isabella remembered now. Of course! 
The Isle of Pheasants, the page she had secreted in her tent, nay, 
actually in her bed. The deep blush which followed the memory was 
not at all out of place under the circumstances. Every Aragonian’s 
eyes lighted up in tribute, Ferdinand’s included, who muttered 
under liis breath, “Maria Santisima! They did not exaggerate when 
they said she was beautiful.” 

Cardenas continued, softly, hurriedly, “Ese es! Ese es! The fair one 
with the liigh forehead!” In his excitement ese es, ese es— “tliat is 
he! that is he!”— liaM-whispered, half-hissed, tumbled out of his mouth 
Hke the two letters “SS”, spoken rapidly. 

Isabella whispered her thanks, and resolved one day to show her 
gratitude. He had spared her an embarrassing moment and probably 
stopped many gay stories at her expense at their source. Shortly the 
shield of Gutierre de Cardenas would begin to display a new device, 
the blazoned letters “SS”, for him and his blouse forever, as long as 
a Cardenas should draw breath in Spain. In a similar moment of 
embarrassment, Isabella remembered, a lady’s dropped garter had 
become a badge of honor in England. 
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Ferdinand, flanked by bis white-haired jubilant grandfather, who 
happened to be ridiculously short of stature, and Archbishop Carrillo, 
whom he topped by half a head, advanced smiling, unhesitating, 
to where she stood. 

For a moment they paused and looked at each other, wliiie tire 
two great statesmen beside him, Isabella supposed, made littlc 
speeches of introduction. 

“I should have forgiven you if you had taken one of my ladies for 
me,” Isabella said, a trifle guilty in her conscience at her own mis- 
apprehension. 

Ferdinand kissed her hand; his hand was firm and hard, holding 
hers; his lips were pleasantly warm. “Your Highness,” he said, “I was 
told that I had only to present myself to tlie most beautiful woman 
in Castile, and she would be Isabella. Had they said ‘in the world’ 
they would not have told more than the truth.” 

Things, thought the Grand Admiral, were going very well indeed, 
for he knew his grandson: Ferdinand was simply bewitched. Carrillo 
beamed; Isabella had never looked more radiantly happy. 

Prompted by the statesmen, the courtiers and attendants faded 
away. There was business aplenty to transact after the first half- 
horn' of small talk while the young people made each other s ac- 
quaintance. Isabella had no mental reservations, Ferdinand none; 
yet it seemed to them both that thek elders were hurrying the inter- 
view. 

“Youth,” admonished the Grand Admiral, “is not aware that old 
enemies know how to cram a year of scheming ti’icks into the hour 
that youth forgets.” 

“I must marry you two at once,” Carrillo said flatly. 

“What?” Isabella asked mildly, through a veil of Ferdinand’s pleas- 
ant, flattering words. 

Ferdinand laughed, “At least let me make my bride the gifts I 
smuggled across the border. There was a double bottom in the che.sts 
that carried my pots and pans,” 

It would have been boorish to mention values but, with a joke 
about smuggling valuables over the border and outwitting the cus- 
toms guards, he was able to put a price on the gifts he had brought 
Isabella. The Grand Admiral was amazed; King John of Aragon had 
beggared himself for his son. 

There was a coronet of emeralds and diamonds—green was for 
golden hair, Ferdinand said, whose glory only diamonds could out- 
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shine, value 20,000 florins. A magnificent necklace composed of laced 
strands of balas rubies, Eastern work from Badaklishan, a district 
near Samarkand, where the only true balas came from, hence the 
name, value 40,000 florins. Skilfully, if gently, he placed it around 
her neck and clasped tlie clasp. Isabella held her breath, her hand 
at her thi'oat: no man had ever dressed her before. Then her breath 
came again in a sort of sigh— for after all— after all- 

But there had been more in the merchants’ chests: a sapphire 
brooch— was he going to pin it on her breast? Delicately, he did not 
—value 2000 florins; a diamond ring of liis mother’s, whose worth 
he said not even a customs guard could have estimated, because it 
was priceless with love. . 

Suddenly the Grand Admiral remembered something. All this 
treasure was in pawn to a group of Valencia bankers; King John 
had pledged it as a security for a loan to pay his troops to put down 
the restless Catalans. What it had cost the doughty old king, in 
promises, tlneats and cajolery, to repossess it from the coffers of the 
pawnbrokers, the Grand Admiral could only conjecture. But King 
John had gone to even greater lengths, he suspected, in the matter 
of the papal dispensation. “Never,” he thought, “had a prince so de- 
voted a fatherl May he prove worthy of him.” 

It seemed that he might. For there was another rieasure from the 
double bottom of tlie chests, the fruit of Ferdinand’s own stubborn 
thrift and unrelenting fiscal management: 8000 florins in pure 
minted gold, each coin full weight, undipped; he had inspected 
each one, he said, and he knew. The velvet bags that held the gold 
were heavy. 

Isabella knew the usefulness of money and admired jewels like 
any other beautiful work of art, but looking at him she said with 
perfect candor, “Far more than due gifts, I shall cherish the giver.” 

There was yet one gift more. Ferdinand drew from his breast a 
little iron cross, shiny and worn with ages of handling but totally 
unadorned, awkwardly fashioned, a little twisted, as if the rough man 
who had made it had worked in secret with no previous skill at 
such tilings. It hung from a delicate golden chain of modern work- 
manship and no great value. It was, he said, wrought from one of the 
Nails. It had been venerated for centuries at the Flagia Sophia in 
Constantinople; and when that great church, with the mighty 
Eastern Empire, had fallen, it had passed into the hands of the 
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Turk. The Turkish Emperor had sent it to his father, King John of 
Aragon. Now it was Isabella’s. , 

Even tile Grand Admhal crossed himseif. Of cour.se, it was noto- 
riously a part of Mohammed the Conqueror’s foreign policy to make 
such gifts to the Christian kings of Europe, since they were worthles.s 
to him and We.sterners valued tihiem extravagantly. 

And there had sprung up an enormous traffic in spurious Eastern 
relics after Constantinople’s fall. But a gift from the Gmnd Turk him- 
self might be presumed to be genuine, at least in the eyes of the 
Eastern Church. 

Isabella handled it reverently. “When I die,” she murmured, “I 
shall build a cathedral to enshrine this holy thing; and while I live, 
it shall seal my love.” 



AS SOON AS FERDINAND HAD PRESENTOD THE LAST OF HIS GIFTS ARCH- 

bishop Carrillo repeated, “You two must marry at once. I am pre- 
pared to perform the ceremony this very night.” 

Isabella frowned slightly. “Why tonight, Your Reverence? Why 
this haste, which is unseemly in you and umnaidenly in me?” 

Carrillo was a man of action, a throwback to a rougher age of 
chivalry. A liride, he said, might legitimately give np her maidenly 
thoughts on her w^edding night, a tactless remark that deepened 
Isabella’s frown. He was impatient of delays and covetous of quick 
results even when no emergency existed to justify th<an. At this mo- 
ment, however, an emergency certainly did exi.st. He told her some 
news that his couriers had brought, startling news: King Henry and 
tlie Marques of Villena were approaching the capital liy forced 
marches with all the troops they had taken with them into the south. 
They had sworn to prevent her marriage by force of arms. 

“But he has repeatedly sworn that I was free to choose my own 
liusband!” Isabella said. 



Carrillo said, “Henry is a liar.” 

“The king blows this way and that,” said tiie Grand Admiral, “like 
a weathercock. He always did and he always will. If he returns 
before you marry Ferdinand he may very well succeed in separating 
you permanently. But if you marry at once there will be notliing 
he can do about it, and he may even be friendly.” 

Isabella looked unhappily at Ferdinand. “I did so want everything 
done witli decency and decoram.” 

Ferdinand smiled. “Since the wind seems to set in tlie direction 
of haste,” he said, “so be it! Marry us tonight. Your Reverence, if 
the lady will have me; it’s an ill wind that blows no good to someone, 
for it simply hastens my happiness.” 

“I will have you, mi senor,” Isabella replied softly. The words 
could have meant either “my lord” or “my husband.” “If the arch- 
bishop has received a favorable reply from Rome. And if we may 
wait at least until morning. I will not have it said that Isabella of 
Castile flung herself into her marriage bed like a gypsy woman, 
panting and unprepared by prayer!” 

That was the first time Ferdinand saw the green eyes flash, and 
the first time he sensed beneath her exquisitely feminine exterior 
a strength of character deep as the granite roots of her own Castilian 
mountains. 

The look of complacency returned to Carrillo's face. “The reply 
from Rome,” he muttered. “Ah yes, the dispensation. My own rep- 
resentations at the court of the Holy Father have not as yet borne 
fruit, owing, no doubt, to his long illness and perhaps a misunder- 
standing of your late brother’s activities. In fact, I had begun to 
wonder whether we might not better rely on my own primatial au- 
thority, since there are many precedents for such action in early 
Church history. I grant you that things have tightened up consider- 
ably in recent centuries. Fortunately I shall not have to assert the 
ancient prerogatives which probably still attach to my office. King 
John of Ai'agon, by remarkable foresight, obtained a dispensation 
years ago from the late Pope Pius 11.” 

“I have it here,” the Grand Admiral said amiably. “Would you like 
to read it?” 

Isabella looked into the grave and trusted faces of her advisors 
and the handsome face she already knew and loved of the man she 
was about to marry. The only Latin she knew was the I^atin of her 
habitual prayers. “Benedicta tu” she murmured, “in ynuUerilnis’' ; 



blessed art thou among women. All had been miraculously arranged. 
She did not look at or question the dispensation; slie could not have 
read it if she had. 

Carrillo warned, “My latest eourier reports that tire king is very 
close. I should feel infinitely easier in my mind if tonight-after all, 
what difference does a few hours make—” 

“Tomorrow,” Isabella said finnly. 

“Oh very well” Carrillo slirugged. “But you are taking a wholly 
unnecessary risk, and I cannot for the life of me see why.” 

“My lord archbishop,” Isabella said with a smile, but with unmis- 
takable irony, “it may be that you did not have the good fortune to 
be bom a woman.” 

“Neither did I,” said Ferdinand, and from him the remark was 
wholly acceptable. 

All that night the great cathedi'al of Valladolid, winch was still in 
the process of constiTiction, rang with the noise of workmen’s ham- 
mers covering the scaffolding with velvet, draping banners and tap- 
e.stries over areas of the masonry that were raw and unplastered. 
Isabella could hear, or thought she could hear, the faraway sounds 
as she lay wakeful on her bed, full of strange thoughts; and the stran- 
gest of all was the thought that tomorrow night a husband would 
share that bed, Yet why was it strange, since it had happened ever 
since Mother Eve shared hers with Adam in the Garden? And when 
one came to examine tlie matter, one was married far longer tlian 
one was a maid. It was borne in upon her how young she still was, 
how little of her life she had lived. In a few years it would probably 
seem perfectly natural to be married. There would be cliikhen; she 
would try to be a good mother. One day she would be Queen; .she 
would try to be a wise queen. Husbands were said to be tr\dng at 
times; she would try to be a good wife. They were always going off 
to war and tlie brave ones, like Ferdinand, often got killed. She saw 
in her shadowy chamber the speche of widowhood, like her mother’s, 
years of sadness, loneliness. Why such black thoughts, tonight of all 
nights? Padre cle Coca had said he was temperate. “Dear God,” she 
prayed, “increase his temperance within him, that he may plan his 
battles shrewdly, and keep him safe when he goes to war.” 

Perhap.s the great stillness of the night was responsible for lier 
somber mood. The healthy wind that usually blew, filling the air 
with a complex of sounds that the ear did not hear, liad fallen to 
dead unnatural calm. Without the wind it was queerly warm, almost 
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oppressive, though she could see her breath in her bedchamber as 
usual. That at least was natural on this unnatural night. Through the 
dead air, as if magnified, she heard the snarling of ValladoHd’s scav- 
enger dogs in the sheets, the slow tramp and melancholy calls of 
watchmen in their rounds and, yes, unquestionably, the thudding 
of workmen’s hammers in the cathedral, hollow and muffled by dis- 
tance Hke spirit hammers underground. And every hour she heard 
the church bells, louder than she had ever heard them before and 
curiously speeded up, as if the hours were following too closely upon 
another, as if time were compressed. 

Towards morning she drifted off into a fitful slumber. 

In her dream she was queen, and Ferdinand had cleansed the 
face of Spain of the infidel Moors, hurling them back into Africa; bells 
were pealing and citizens cheering as he retuined in tiiumph from 
the war, and sons and daughters joined theu voices in swelling Te 
Deums of praise that echoed from all the cathedrals of Spain, a 
greater, happier, healthier Spain, restored to its ancient birthright of 
power and prestige. 

Beatriz looked down and saw her smiling in her sleep and hesi- 
tated. But there was ample jreason to wake her. She shook her gently 
by the shoulder. The dream faded away, but still she heard the bells 
and the cheering. They were real. 

She sat up in bed, wide awake. “What is it, Beatriz?” 

Beatriz laughed, her voice high, her black eyes sparkling with ex- 
citement. “What could it be, mi princesa? It’s your wedding day!” 

“No, no; the bells, the cheering?” 

“All for you.” 

“But so early?” 

Beatriz’ face became serious. “The archbishop received two cour- 
iers during the night He is extremely agitated. King Henry is prac- 
tically at the city gates. Get up, get up, Isabella. Ferdinand is isacing 
the floor, the archbishop is already vested. The guests are pouring 
in and by now the candles in the chapel are probably already lighted. 
Let me help you dress.” 

“In the chrjpeP What chapel?” 

“There isn’t time for tlie cathedral. The archbishop is going to per- 
form die ceremony in the residence of Juan de Vivero. Do, please 
hurry!” 
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Decency and deconiml True, the residence of Don Juan de Vivero 
was large and imposing, but it was not the cathedral 

“It is so close!” Beatriz said. 

“Ferdinand is willing?” 

“Prince Ferdinand arranged all the details personally."' 

Isabella made her decision quicHy. She was keenly aware of the 
threat posed by the king’s sudden return; tire present precarious state 
of affairs might easily erupt into bloodshed, and some of the blood 
might be Ferdinand’s. 

“Run to Carrillo and teU him I shall be in Vivero’s chapel in twenty 
minutes. But tell him and be sure he hears that once he has spoken 
the words of union which cannot be unspoken in this world, I shall 
wish for a nuptial Mass in the cathedral.” 

“I will!” Beatriz said, scurrying away. 

“And Beatriz,” Isabella called after her. “No pretty, dawdling white 
mules! A horse!” 

Beatriz paused, smiled saucily. “Side saddle, Your Highness? Strad- 
dle-back is quicker.” 

“Oh Beatriz, do not be nasty. Of course, side saddle!” 

Thus it was that the citizens of Valladolid, who were wont to see 
their Infantas borne to their nuptials on plodding ceremonial mules, 
were treated to a novelty as startling as it was beautiful; they be- 
held their princess with all her attendants in a flutter of old lace and 
a blaze of sparkling jewels on proud high-stepping horses riding to 
the most popular wedding of the century. The crowds, who were 
always better informed than statesmen supposed they were, knew 
how close and how furious King Henry was. Their Isabella defied 
him! They took her to their vast plebeian hearts and cheered them- 
selves voiceless. Some of theii' earthy, intimate, encouraging remarks 
made even Beatriz blush. Isabella seemed not to hear tliem; her face 
was pale and grave. 

It was crowded and hot with tlie press of guests and the heat of 
hundreds of candles in tlie Htlie chapel, for Vivero had outdone him- 
self in the matter of illumination and two thousand eager noblemen 
and ladies wanted to squeeze themselves in. Carrillo was already at 
the altar, the book in his hand, but his eyes strayed constantly, ap- 
prehensively toward the door. 

Isabella leaned on the arm of tlie Grand Admiral, tlie ranking 
grandee of her party, who found himself in the anomalous position 
of being die grandfather of the groom and also in loco parentis for 
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tile bride, v/liose own father was dead and whose mother’s mind no 
longer dv/elt in this world. He made the responses for her until the 
time when Carrillo, out of whose mouth the words were tumbling 
with almost unintelligible rapidity, asked the question that only she 
could answer, “Isabella, dost tliou take this man—” 

In a low firm voice Isabella signified her assent. 

The ring was on her finger. Kneeling beside Ferdinand, her hand 
in his, she heard the archbishop pronounce over them the momen- 
tous words that Jesus himself had declared no man could unsay. 

A trumpet note of triumph boomed in Carrillo’s voice. Now the 
stubborn, tender-conscienced girl could have her nuptial Mass in 
tlie cathedral, since King Hemy and tlie Marques of Villena and the 
troops had not appeared. 

In fact, the more the archbishop thought about it, the more he 
fancied the notion, since it is no sin to marry people any number of 
times provided they are the same people, and all the disappointed 
notables who had not been able to crowd into Juan de Vivero’s little 
chapel could be accommodated. He resolved to repeat tlie whole 
ceremony from beginning to end, with all the pomp and circum- 
stance that had originally been planned before tlie two couriers had 
come in die night with their alarming news. 

Ferdinand did not object; he knew the Castilian love of splendid 
ecclesiastical display. And it would sh'engthen him in Castile to have 
it repeated on a more public scale. Isabella was overjoyed; she 
smiled at the idea of marrying him twice, but the nuptial Mass, on 
which she had set her heart, could now be said -with decency and 
decorum. 

When Isabella and Ferdinand emerged from Vivero’s palace, amid 
a confusion of laughter, congratulations and happy tears, a splendid 
escort was forming to conduct tliem, in procession, to the cathedral: 
white mules with silver bridles for the bride and groom, white side 
saddles for Isabella’s attendants, while Ferdinand’s caballeros rode 
their spirited horses whose harness was now decorated with red and 
yellow ribbons, the colors of Aragon. Before and behind them the 
guests, who were now siue of witnessing the second ceremony, 
spread out in a long hoHday cavalcade which made its way at a 
dignified pace towards the great granite pile of tlie cathedral. View- 
ing it with interest as he approached it more closely, noting under 
the maze of scaffolding how massive were its blocks of stone, Fer- 
dinand was strack anew by the stern rmcompromising strength that 
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characterized this land of stones and saints: the Castilians were rear- 
ing this mighty church to outlast their immemorial mountains. 

Towards the end of tiieir progress though tlie crowd-lined streets, 
the wind, which had been so curiously absent during the night, 
sprang up cold and gusty, full of the threat of storm. The brilliant 
sun blinked out behind a sudden fast-moving cloud of enormous ex- 
tent that was drawing across the sky like a curtain wdtli an oddly 
well-defined edge, lacking the fringe of broken cloudlets that usually 
precede a storm. The city, a moment before so bright, now found 
itself plunged into premature evening gloom. 

Ferdinand said, “That would mean wind in Aragon.” 

“It means wind here.” Isabella smiled. “Were not so different.” 

Ferdinand said, “We are one, mi senora,” and tliis time senora 
meant wife indeed. 

The cavalcade quickened its pace. Even so, some of the ladies 
near the end of the procession sufiEered a wondrous destarching of 
lace, and some of tlie banners of the caballeros got a wetting in the 
downpour that suddenly cascaded on tlie town before the doors of 
the cathedral closed. 

Inside, the odor of incense, the light of tlie candles, the deep rum- 
ble of the organ and the massed singing of the choirs shut out the 
dark and the noise of the storm, which now began to rage violently 
around the unfinished towers and new-set bells of the church. One 
shattering gust of wind started a bell claxiper to swinging and 
brought forth an ominous clang in tlie midst of a prayer, which 
caused Carrillo to mutter, “Oh, the devill” into his book. But Isabella 
took it for a good omen: the bells could not wait to ring. And Fer- 
dinand dismissed it for the meteorological accident that it was. 

The beautiful, satisfying service was long and superbly performed. 
The archbishop admitted to himself that he had never been in better 
voice. 

Isabella and Ferdinand, now kneeling before the liigh altar, again 
heard the sacred words of union pronounced over them. The choir 
was just bursting into song when suddenly Isabella felt a jolt, as if a 
monstrous hammer, wielded by a giant in the crypt below, had struck 
at the floor under her knees. 

Later some said it had been a terrific gust of wind, some said the 
ti-emor of an eartliquake. Whatever it was, it jarred the deeji-rooted 
structure of the catliedral to its foundations, and the keystone of one 
of the arches of the nortliern transept, dislodged from its scaffolding 
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—tomorrow the masons would have set it in place— came crashing 
down and crushed the life out of a humble spectator of tlie wedding. 
He was a noble of no consequence, a grandee of the third class who 
could address a Castilian king only witli permission, only when un- 
covered, and had to await permission to cover himself again, all in 
contrast with the grandees of Class 11 and Class I, for whom Spanish 
etiquette was different. But still he was a man, a loyal follower, and 
he was dead, A number of others were injured by flying shards of 
stone and bespattered with wet plaster. 

After the first bad moment of screams and confusion the man s 
body was decently removed, someone threw an arras over the spot 
in the pavement and the ceremony continued. Ferdinand, whose 
expression had not changed, noticed that even the injured preferred 
to bear their pain and hide their cuts and bruises rather than leave: 
a proud and single-minded people, these Castilians. 

For Isabella the tragedy threw a paU over the few remaining min- 
utes of her nuptial Mass. Perfectly composed, she did not leave her 
position in front of the archbishop. But neither did she tiy to hide 
the tears that streamed down her cheeks. She wanted the ceremony 
to end. 

It never did quite end; the parting benediction never quite left 
Carrillo’s mouth, 

Outside there was a sudden distracting noise, starting small and 
rapidly growing into shaking volume, like the approach of a hurri- 
cane, Some of the spectators, now thorouglily unnerved, expected 
to hear the sickening surge of a greater, more disastrous earthquake. 
Heads turned in fear. 

But then through the u|3roar they heard the well-known ringing 
of warhorses’ iron-spiked shoes on the cobbles of the street. They 
smiled, relaxed. Here was no cosmic disaster. Here was only King 
Henry tlie Impotent and the Marques of Villena and the troops, 
returning from tlie south, too late. 

Sodden and bedraggled Villena and the king burst tlirough the 
door and mshed halfway down the central aisle of the nave before 
they stoiiped in confusion and uncertainty, dripping on tlie pave- 
ment. 

Isabella said firmly in a low voice that carried to the farthest 
reaches of the great church, “Attend me, mi senor.” On Ferdinand’s 
arm she left the sanctuary and gravely advanced to meet the king. 
It was noted, and approved, by two tliousand Castilian grandees that 



Ferdinand bore himself with great composure in a situation that must 
have been unexpected and trying in the extreme. 

A few paces from Henry she halted, curtsied and said, "Your High- 
ness, I present to you my hushmd!’ 

Ferdinand bow'^ed formally, slightly, as one king bowed to another. 
Hemy s head bobbed in acknowledgment, while he looked helplessly 
to die Marques of Villena for guidance. “The King’s Highness is de- 
lighted—” Villena began smoothly. 

“Delighted,” Henry echoed tonelessly. 

“—and naturally so am I.” 

“And so am 1.” Ferdinand grinned. And he, at least, was telling 
the truth. 

The balance of power was now even, the heavy scale exactly hor- 
izontal, half the kingdom weighted on one arm, half on the other. 
Neither side would be able to attack the other till something upset 
it. Isabella was fatigued and despondent to the depths of her being, 
the tears still gleamed on her cheeks; but Ferdinand looked as if he 
understood the political situation thoroughly, and enjoyed it. 

The pealing carillon of bells that rang out as they left the cathedral 
did not sound joyous. 

That evening tliey rode to nearby Duenas, a fortified town be- 
longing to a brotlier of Carrillo’s, For tliough nothing overt could 
upset the balance of power in Castile, a covert thing could— an as- 
sassin’s dagger, a queer taste in the fish or wine. 

Within the week, in the fine clear weather and beautiful Castilian 
nights that followed in tlie safety of Duenas, Ferdinand was saying 
with a confident proprietary air, “Isabella, do you pray that our first 
child will be a son?” 

“If you do.” 

“Naturally I do.” 

“Then I do too.” 

“From the political point of view a prince wmuld be infinitely su- 
perior to a princess,” he said emphatically. 

“I know^ Ferdinand.” 

She did know, and she agreed. The unifying effect of a male heir 
to inherit the crowns of Castile and Aragon would be an event of 
first magnitude in the chancelleries of Europe. 

But she was perfectly happy for the first time in her life, and the 
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far away chancelleries full of graybeard statesmen seemed unreal 
and unimportant. Isabella was very much in love. 



THE IDYLLIC SOJOUBN AT DUENAS WAS SHORT-LIVED, AS IS THE NATURE 

of idylls, else they would not possess the fauytale quality that they 
do. Isabella remembered an old, old saying: if the stars shone but 
once in a lifetime, that beautiful night would be set aside for a special 
remembrance in all intervening years until they appeared again on 
another miraculous night. But the night when they shone again 
would be in another generation. Such was her honeymoon with Fer- 
dinand, a little fragment of her lifetime set apart and never to be 
repeated, since time must march, the earth must spin, and fairytales 
must end. 

The walls of Duenas could not shut out the tide of history that 
soon welled up against them, and burst in. 

The first winter of her marriage brought hard times to Castile from 
die Pyrenees to Andalusia. Everywhere crops were poor, and in many 
regions they failed completely. In a better ordered country, with 
strong and wise management, tliere might have been enough to go 
around; but the nobles refused to repair the roads and the peasants 
were afraid to travel upon them for fear of the outlaws, who seemed 
to grow in number with every month that nobody bothered to punish 
them. Transportation, always slow and primitive, ceased. There was 
nothing to transport, and what litde tliere was the peasant, with his 
immemorial independence, hoarded and hid for Ms own use. Even 
in the comparative isolation of Duenas Isabella and Ferdinand heard 
the sorry reports, but they were powerless to help. 

“Castile could do with a few salutary penal laws,” Ferdinand said. 
He was restless with inactivity; Ms hand itched to busy itself in the 
affairs of Castile. 

“We have scores of laws,” Isabella replied. “Some of them against 
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banditry are positively savage. But Hemy is Idng. He would welcome 
no advice from us.” 

“He hasn’t even welcomed me,” Ferdinand said grimly. 

“Nor me, Ferdinand.” 

King Heniy had not once communicated with her since the meet- 
ing in the cathedral, though she had sent him a number of letters. 
They were always respectful in tone, but she steadfastly maintained 
tiiat in marrying Ferdinand she had only done what he had promised 
she could do, not once but twice and publicly at that. 

“Maybe you ought to be just a bit more diplomatic,” Ferdinand 
suggested, scanning her most recent remonstrance. “This is stiffer 
than the last one.” 

“I cannot humble myself vwthout humbling you,” she answered. He 
kissed her for that. 

"Stop it, Ferdinand! Someone is coming.” 

“What of it?” He smiled. “Can’t a man Mss his wife in Castile?” 

“I just don’t think you ought to do it in public.” 

"This isn’t public.” 

“It will be as soon as you open tlie door.” 

He nodded thoughtfully. “Sometimes you frighten me, IsabeBa. 
What you say is true, and statesmanlike, and you make me feel like a 
schoolboy.” 

He spoke so gi'avely tiiat Isabella was afraid she had offended him. 
She put a restraining hand on his arm. “Don’t ever open the door, 
my dearest. Let’s always keep it closed and shut out the world.” 

'“Now where is my little statesman!” He laughed. 

The man at the door was an impudent herald from King Hemy, 
With the curtest of bows he delivered an oral message from the Idng, 
who perhaps did not care to commit himself on paper, who perhaps 
was being calculatedly impoHte, since her letters demanded a letter 
in reply. The King’s Highness was vastly displeased, die courier said, 
and he managed to color his voice and his looks with a sneer tiiat 
brought an angry flush to Isabella’s cheek and set the tendons in 
Ferdinand’s jaw to worMng like ropes. The King’s Highness blamed 
Isabella for the deplorable state of the realm, and tlie King’s Highness 
regretted the necessity of cutting off her revenues from the cities of 
Avila, Buete and Medina del Campo, Molina, Olmedo, Ubeda and 
Escalona. And also, said the herald, she need not look to the king 
when the pinch in her purse began to be felt. 

Isabella would have given him a tart reply; Ferdinand saw it rising 
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to her lips. Quickly, smoothly he spoke for her: she remained the 
king’s dutiful subject, he said, but their marriage, sanctioned by 
promise, duly performed and consummated— Isabella’s color height- 
ened— was a subject which neither Isabella nor he would ever discuss. 
Then he gave the herald a gold florin. 

When the intruder was gone Isabella said, “Was it right to say 
anytliing about consummation, my dear?” 

“My dear,” Ferdinand smiled, “the whole world will soon know. 
Why not give Hemy something to trouble his sleep and make his 
coffee bitter? He never consummated anything.” There was a fatherly 
strut, a bit premature but amply justified, in Ferdinand’s manner. 
“And it will be very good for Castile and Aragon to have a prince.” 

"Only God can promise you a prince, Ferdinand. I can only prom- 
ise you a baby.” 

Ferdinand said confidently, remembering the Duchess of Eboli, 
“Pooh, pooh! I know it will be a prince.” 

“Nobody ever knows.” 

Ferdinand opened his mouth to say, “I know,” but quickly changed 
his mind. 

"Would it be a grievous disappointment?” she asked. 

He said, “No doubt there would be anotlier time.” 

In a curious back-handed way the economic distress of the kingdom 
worked in their favor, which Ferdinand was tlie first to grasp. It 
wasn’t fair and it wasn’t healthy, since it showed how desperate the 
common people were in their lives and in their thoughts, but it de- 
lighted Ferdinand. “Hemy is getting the blame for the famine and 
the plague.” 

“Plague, too? Where?” 

"Is there ever famine without plague? In Segovia, Pm told.” 

“But poor Henry can’t help that.” 

“Poor Henry gets the credit; Hemy and die Jews. We riiould thank 
God. The more the people hate lum the more they will love you.” 

"And you; though die whole tiling is wrong.” 

"If they love me it is only die overflow from the superabundance' 
of love that they lavish on you,” he said, 

“You are a honeytongue, and I shouldn’t ti'ust you out of my sight.” 
She smiled, but she thought of Beatriz. “If there is plague in Segovia 
Beatriz must come here to Duenas. I shall write her at once.” 

Ferdinand looked at her sternly. "Would that be wise? Infection? 
The prince?” 
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She wavered. Ferdinand thought of ever^dhing. But she wished 
he had included her, too, in his thoughts, even though a new little 
prince, or princess, might be more important politically. 

Ferdinand said confidently, “Beatriz will be safe in the alcazar. 
Her husband is a Jew; they never seem to get the plague/ 

“Surely you don’t believe tliat old wives’ tale about the Jews poison- 
ing the weUs. Besides, he isn’t a Jew.” 

“Some mighty queer things happen. There is a definite connection 
between public wells and the outbreaks of the plague. My inquisitors 
looked into the matter very thoroughly in Saragossa.” 

Isabella sighed. “Nobody really knows. I’m afraid.” But Segovia’s 
alcazar had its private well, bitter but wholesome. No doubt Beatriz 
would be safe. For the moment, at least, she decided not to invite 
her to Duenas. Besides, how could she invite Beatriz without inviting 
her husband, Andres de Cabrera; Cabrera, who had refused to de- 
sert his post even to come to her wedding? And who knew whether 
the plague might not strike Duenas itself tomorrow? 

“It isn’t likely,” Ferdinand said. “Not enough Jews in this arclii- 
episcopal city where CarriUo’s brother is the seignior. Segovia crawls 
with them.” 

“Aren’t there just as many Jews in Aragon?” Isabella said. There 
was a stubborn note in her voice. 

Ferdinand recognized it. “I do not wish to quarrel witli you on such 
a subject, mi senora. The fact is, there are just as many; but they’re 
not so rich. The Inquisition takes care of that.” 

Isabella did not wish to quarrel either, though she would have liked 
to ask him, “Are you any the richer for making tliem poor?” 

She knew how short of funds the Aragonian treasury was. Instead 
she laughed. “I’m sorry about that florin you had to give to the cour- 
ier.” 

“Oh no, no, no. That was an investment. I bought a friend for that 
florin. Did you see his face? It was die last thing he expected. A florin 
for bringing us bad and insulting news.” He shrugged, sighed. “Any- 
how, we’Ii be living on my 8000 florins for quite a while, I suspect.” 

“I am terribly, terribly sorry, Ferdinand.” 

He chucked her under the chin, “Do you really think I mind? I 
tell you, times will change, times are already changing.” 

If times were changing there was little evidence of it. 

As Castile grew weaker with famine, pestilence and the perpetual 
little civil wars in the south, Portugal grew relatively stronger; Al- 
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fonso tiie African, smai-ting under Isabellas double refusal, was in a 
belligerent mood. Queer stories reached his ears tliat Isabella had 
married Ferdinand on the autihority of a dispensation that had been 
forged. He fumed. Couldn’t Portuguese calligraphers have counter- 
feited a papal bull as handily as Aragonese? Why hadn’t he thought 
of it, and who put the notion into Ferdinand’s head? Isabella herself? 
So brooded Alfonso the African, spurred on by rumor, half-tiaith, ex- 
aggeration and, above all, by jealousy. 

Suddenly out of the Dark Continent, from a place with die out- 
landish name of Guinea on a shore that was soon to be called the 
Gold Coast, came startling news. A fabulous gold mine, St. George La 
Mina, had been discovered in teiTitory that Portuguese navigators, 
in tlieir long push down the African coast, laid claim to, a claim 
wliich no one disputed. Portugal was now richer both relatively and 
absolutely than Castile. 

Wistfully Isabella regretted that Henry had so shamefully neg- 
lected the Castilian navy; but there was so much tliat Henry had 
neglected. Castile had never been a great maritime power; no one 
should reproach Henry, she supposed, for failing where other Castil- 
ian kings also had failed. 

“We could have discovered that mine just as easily as the Portu- 
guese,” she mused. “Fray Tomds used to tell me how big this round 
world is. It would have eased the troubles here if Henryi' had had 
the foresight to stop the people’s hoarding, by building roads, ir- 
rigating the waste places, making honest work for the poor peasants 
whose fields are burnt and barren. Many of them turn outlaw be- 
cause tiiey’re hungry and there’s nothing to do, no harvest to gather 
on their land,” 

Ferdinand shrugged. “Portugal made a lucky find, that’s all. I shall 
never look to Africa for my gold. The way to wealth is not through 
gambling, but to save your money and make profitable investments 
vutli it,” And in tliis he voiced tlie unquestionably valid mercantile 
philosophy of Aingon, a trading nation. 

Isabella’s views, like the vast uplands of Castile, were liroader. 
“I believe in new wealth,” she said simply. 

Outrageously, he patted her stomach, whose lines not even her 
fullest skirts could now conceal. “Make my new wealth a prince,” 
he said. 

Not all the news that filtered into Duenas was bad. In Pome the 


old Pope died, and Sixtus IV ascended the papal tlirone. He was no 
partisan of Hemy die Impotent, and one of Ms first acts was to give 
ear to Carrillo’s enti*eaties and put right the troublesome business of 
the Castilian Infanta’s marriage to her second cousin, Ferdinand of 
Aragon, No copy of the dispensation granted by his predecessor 
seemed to have been made for the Vatican archives. 

A herald from the archbishop, the gold galloon on Ms livery most 
singularly dull and faded, delivered the new dispensation with all 
the presence he could muster in Ms shabby condition. Ganillo, prod- 
igal in the display of Ms retainers, usually clothed Ms ecclesiastical 
heralds in finery that fairly blinded you. Isabella felt sorry for her 
old friend; the hard times had affected Ms revenues too. 

“What is in the scroU, Ferdinand?” 

“Read it.” He smiled. 

“You know I cannot read Latin.” 

“There is a translation.” Ferdinand could not read Latin either. 

Isabella read her permission to marry her husband. She was utterly 
bewildered. 

“But~but wasn’t the other one real?” 

“TMs one is certainly better.” Ferdinand laughed. It was difficult 
for Isabella to believe that he could laugh at such a thing. 

“I do not understand,” she said, and the green flecks flashed ac- 
cusingly in her eyes. 

“On my soul,” Ferdinand assured her, “I do not understand eitlrer. 
To the best of my knowledge the other one was absolutely genuine, 
granted long ago to my father for me. I do willingly confess, how- 
ever, that I did not inquire closely into the authenticity of a docu- 
ment which, if forged, would have deprived me of my happiness.” 

“Ferdinand, Ferdinand, Ferdinand.” 

“Concede that this one, mint-new and just issued by the newly 
elected Pope, is a great deal better.” 

“How can I argue against such a tongue!” But it was odd to feel 
that she might have lived so long, nay worse, conceived a child, in 
.sin. 

Ferdinand loosened his purse string, stuck in a reluctant finger 
and pulled out a florin. “Here, friend,” he said to the herald. “You 
have brought Her Highness and me a handsome |)resent.” From the 
man’s appearance Ferdinand, too, supposed tliat Carrillo must be 
having difficulty keeping up Ms grand estate. 

Astonishingly the herald bit the gold piece, testing it hard with his 
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teeth. Heralds, who were constantly in the presence of great per- 
sonages, were usually the soul of good manners. 

“Upon my word!” Ferdinand muttered, Things with tlie arch- 
bishop must be even worse than he had suspected. 

The herald flushed scarlet. He had made a boor of himself. “Ten 
thousand pardons, Your Highnesses. Believe me, it is a habit, newly 
acquired, born of necessity.” 

“What in the world made you do a thing hke that?” Isabella asked 
sharply. 

The explanation tumbled out of the herald’s moutli, a jumble of 
rumor j confusion and hearsay, in a bitter effort to excuse his bad 
manners. But certain hard facts became clear, even if one discounted 
the suggestion that the troubled old primate was losing his mind. 

The times were hard, Carrillo’s revenues had shrunk, and he had 
continued to expend great sums not only on his usual luxurious style 
of living but also on the charities that always had sought his help 
in the past and which now, in the present unhappy state of the realm, 
he could not refuse. Carrillo therefore lacked gold. 

Since there was none to be had tlirough the usual channels the 
indomitable old warhorse had resolved to make his own. He caused 
to be built in his archiepiscopal palace at Toledo an alchemistical 
laboratory equipped with forges, retorts, great green bottles and 
other necromantic paraphernalia; he laid in a supply of mercury, 
sulphur, potash, acid and other expensive chemicals; he compiled 
a foot-high sheaf of unintelligible manuscripts that were supposed 
to contain the secret formula, if only one could understand Ihe gib- 
berish in which they were written. His astrologer’s name was El 
Beato, for the planets, of course, had to be consulted. His alchemist 
went by the name of “Doctor” Alarcon. The gold galloon on die her- 
ald’s tabard was the first-fruit of the labor of these two worthies. 

“My poor deluded old benefactor,” Isabella said. Often she thought 
of the shipwreck of her mother’s mind, who still dwelt in darkness 
at Arevalo, forgotten. Was it now to be Carrillo’s turn? That wliich 
can strike a queen can also strike an archbishop. “But in Mother’s 
case it was sorrow over my father’s death.” 

Not long thereafter she learned that Carrillo, too, had had a pri- 
vate sorrow. 

In a man of his temper ambition burned like a fire that could not 
be put out. He wanted to be more Bran primate. There was one 
churchman to whom even the primate deferred. Carrillo wanted the 
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highest ecclesiastical post that the Church could award to a Span- 
iard: he wanted to be Cardinal of Spain. 

But another of the new Pope’s early decisions was to give the 
coveted red hat not to Candllo but to Pedro Gonzalez of Mendoza, 
Bishop of Calahorra, the head of tlie great feudal Blouse wdiose string 
of frontier castles had been such a worry to Ferdinand. Mendoza, 
the unshakable royalist, became Cardinal of Spain. 

Isabella wept for her friend. Ferdinand humored and soothed her, 
speaking of gentle things, knowing from experience that women 
could be sentimental in certain physical states, given to irrational 
fits of tears. “But by God!” he thought in his practical mind, “if I 
were the Pope I would certainly never give a red hat to an old 
dotard who hies to make gold!” That was even worse than the new 
wealth Isabella had mentioned in her dreamy nonsense about ships 
sailing off to the wilds of Africa! 

Beatriz came unannounced, without an invitation, and not to es- 
cape the plague. Ferdinand was not witli Isabella when she arrived. 
As his wife’s time had drawn closer his fretfulness and anxiety in- 
creased, and he had taken to going on long solitary walks about the 
city lest his mood communicate itself to her. It was not in his heart 
to hurt anyone to no purpose, and it was easy to hurt anyone so 
sensitive and deeply in love as Isabella. He neither prided himself 
nor stood in awe at the daily displa)'- of her devotion: it was a fact, 
like any other fact. 

Beatriz laughed at the notion of the plague in Segovia. True, there 
were a few cases, largely in the Jewish quarter, but by no means an 
epidemic. Her husband Cabrera thought it might be due to the 
crowding, for the Juderias were always too small to hold all the Jews 
who were confined in them and who were forbidden by law to live 
anywhere else. The plague was no worse than in other cities. Beatriz 
had made the visit only to be present when her best friend presented 
a new Infante or Infanta to Castile. 

“To Spain, Beatriz! Pie will be the king not only of Castile, not 
only of Aragon, but of both. Of Spain!” 

But tlie blonde little child who was bom in Duenas oh October 
first, just a few days less than one year after her marriage with Ferdi- 
nand, was a girl. Isabella gave her her own name, feeling her in a 
special way her own, since Ferdinand had demanded a prince so 
often and so insistently. She was afraid he would hate the child. 
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He did not reproach her; she knew husbands often did; he smiled 
pleasantly when the midwife presented his daughter to him, pink 
and lustily bawling in a billow of lace. But he continued his solitary 
walks, and returned with a polite, well-disciplined face, and spoke 
in measured, correct and distant phrases such as he might have used 
with a stranger. 

Beatriz said, “If Andres did that to me I’d fahfe him.” 

“No, you wouldn’t,” Isabella said. 

“Well, I’d feel like it.” 

“I have done no wrong. He is disappointed, but he is just. He will 
return. This will pass. I know him better than anyone.” 

Beatriz hoped so. Isabella was in agony and would not admit it, 
even to herself. 

But Ferdinand’s manner did not change for a long time. 

“Perhaps that slow methodical mind of liis is working its way 
through a maze of diplomatic calculations, Isabella; and maybe in a 
year or so he’ll remember that princesses have a certain value, too. 
He married one.” 

Isabella frowned and her eyes went green. “I’d a little rather you 
did not adopt that tone when speaking of my husband.” 

Beatriz never did again. 

“Ferdinand is a man of action,” Isabella said more softly. “Inac- 
tivity more than disappointment is torturing liim.” 

The winter had passed before Ferdinand’s restrained and distant 
attitude relaxed. One night, returning from his walk, he asked sud- 
denly, “Isabella, who is Gonsalvo Hernandez de Cordoba?” 

Isabella was willing to talk on any subject that could bring a light 
of interest into Ferdinand’s lack-lustre countenance. “I know Don 
Alonso de Cordoba, the lord of Aguilar. He fought for my brother 
at Ohnedo. Gonsalvo— Gonsalvo— I do not know.” She looked appeal- 
ingly at Beati’iz. “Do you know him?” 

Beatriz’ large expressive eyes seemed to widen and melt. “Gonsalvo 
is the hope and despair of half the ladies of Cordova. He is Don 
Alonso’s younger brother, with the face of an angel, the strength of 
a buU, the tongue of a poet, the leg of a dancing master—” 

Ferdinand laughed heartily. It was good to hear Mm laugh again. 
“Before you anatomize him completely, Beatriz, tell me, can he 
fight?” 

“Like a demon, in the lists at least. I believe he has never seen 
war. The ladies of Cordova call him ‘The Prince of Youth.’ ” 



“He seemed very young,” Ferdinand said. 

“That does not trouble the ladies of Gprdova,” Beatriz said. 

“He hardly sounds decent.” Isabella laughed. 

"On the contrary,” Beatriz said, “that does trouble the ladies of 
Cordova. He's so chaste they think he thinks he’s too good for them.” 

“Maybe he’s just decent,” Isabella said. 

“He is certainly proud,” Ferdinand mused. “I saw him dressed like 
a duke, with a diamond in his ear and a ruby on his finger. His 
sword alone was worth a hundred floiins—not jeweled, a good Toledo 
blade. And there he stood widi holes in his shoes, hungrily sniffing 
the smells tliat came out of a tavern. Not a cheap tavern, either; 
one of the better ones, I invited him in to take a cup of wine with 
me, I~I was a little bored.” 

“Did you tell him who you were?” Isabella asked. 

“Naturally I had to, my dear, when he volunteered who he was. 
Politeness demanded it. And I am not ashamed of who I am.” 

“I only meant— did you think it was safe? You were unattended, 
perhaps unrecognized.” 

“Now that is the curious i^art of it, Isabella. I have always felt safe 
in Duenas till now. Perhaps I have been careless. The little Infanta 
will need her father for many years to come,” 

Isabella smiled incredulously, looking meaningfully at Beatriz. 
“See?” she said with her eyes. “He has returned.” 

"I was not hungry, for I had supped; but I could see tlmt Gonsalvo 
was. I asked him if he would also take a bite to eat. Three times 
he refused, each time weaker than the last, and ended by finishing 
off rivo whole chickens. I never saw a man eat so fa.st without soiling 
his fingers above the first knuckle. His jewels were real, and. he had 
not pawned them. That struck me.” 

“As a cadet he is dependent on his elder brother for every mara- 
vedi he spends,” Beatriz said. “And not even a grandee like his 
brother has any money these days.” 

“You have,” Ferdinand said to her. 

Beatriz slmigged helplessly. “Andres says it’s all King Henry’s. I 
never talk to him about it.” 

“A pity ” said Ferdinand. 

But Gonsalvo cle Cordoba had paid for his supper in the only 
way he could. Somewhere in the streets, as he was wearing out his 
shoes, he had heard vague whispers of a plot against their lives. “My 
life, Isabella, your life and the life of the little Infanta. I should have 



thought that Viilena and Henry and that wicked woman Juana would 
at least recoil from the terrible crime of murdering a helpless child. 
It seems not.” 

Isabella's hand was at her moutli, lest she scream. 

Ferdinand continued soberly, “One might discount this as baseless 
gossip, or the vagary of a romantic mind, which Gonsaivo appears 
to possess, as is evidenced by his unpawned jewels and emphasized 
by Beatriz’ glowing account of his effect on the ladies. Unfortunately 
there is other evidence.” He pulled a much wiinkled and folded little 
note from his purse. “Carrillo sends me, through the agency of a 
monk who plucked furtively at my sleeve today, this cryptic little 
message: ‘The weather is threatening in Duenas.’ It is signed in 
Latin; but Archiep. Toletan. can only mean ‘The Archbishop of To- 
ledo.’ His motive in warning me in this secretive fashion I can only 
conjecture. Most things can be traced ultimately to money. He may 
be afraid of offending liis brother, lord of this city from which he 
draws revenue. His brother may be going over to the king. Or Car- 
rillo may be. I do not know. The situation is uncomfortable.” 

To Isabella it was terrifying. “But he did warn us, Ferdinand.” 

“Conscience, I suppose. But lie was careful to warn us on the sly.” 

“We must leave Duenas at once,” Isabella said, 

“And where to, pray?” Ferdinand asked. “Only Aragon, as I see 
it.” 

She loved him for tliat Isabella, who hated to cry, burst into tears. 
“Thank you, my husband.” She knew what it had cost him to make 
that proposal. If they should fly to Aragon, discredited fugitives from 
Castile, it w^ould mean the end of all his dreams of union, all his am- 
bition for power. And very likely it would end in war, and Aragon 
might lose. And yet he had made the offer. Not, she suspected, so 
much for herself as for tlie princess who should have been a prince. 

“You must never leave Castile!” Beatriz said spiritedly. 

“Must, to me?” Fei'dinand said angiily. 

“Listen!” said Isabella. 

“Come to Segovia! Come to the alcazar! My husband will protect 
you,” . 

“Andres de Cabrera is a king’s man,” Ferdinand said scornfully. 

“Andres de Cabrera is a man,” Beatriz retorted proudly. 

Ferdinand looked at his wife. Isabella thought rapidly. 

“We will go to Segovia,” she said, 
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SINCE THE THREAT WAS VAGUE AND FORMLESS FERDINAND STATED 

flatly that no one was to be trusted, and Isabella perforce left most 
of her little suite behind. “They will serve as an admirable decoy,” 
he said. “Everyone will suppose we are still in residence,” and he 
gave orders that the twin banners of Castile and Aragon should con- 
tinue to be displayed over their house. 

“My ladies at least are loyal,” Isabella protested. 

“They are the very ones I suspect most,” Ferdinand scowled, “be- 
cause they have access to the nursery.” 

Where her child was concerned Isabella yielded in everything. 

With Cardenas, Valdes, some of his Aragonians and Gonsalvo de 
Cordoba, whom he had attached to his retinue at a remarkably 
nominal salary, Ferdinand led his little group to Segovia. They were 
dressed inconspicuously; one would have taken them for a group of 
modest bm'ghers, Ferdinand seemed to enjoy the activity; at least 
he was busy, even if he was leading a retreat. “But even tlie Holy 
Family,” he said in self-justification, “was not ashamed to fly into 
EglTt. My family must not be ashamed eithei’.” 

In Segovia Cabrera welcomed them, warmly as friends of his wife, 
a little coolly as political enemies. But Cabrera’s loyalty had been 
shaken somewhat by the scheme that Villena, Queen Juana and King 
Henry had hatched to snuff out the life of a baby in its crib. Cabrera 
himself had not been involved, of course, because he was in Segovia, 
and an unlikely accomplice in any case since his wife was Isabella’s 
best friend. It was a public scandal by now, he said, and lie could 
give them tlie whole story, 

A few well-chosen desperadoes, recruited from the slums of Val- 
ladolid, had been sent to Duenas. Ferdinand was to be stabbed on 
one of his walks, Isabella was to be disposed of by a man who would 
enter by the front door while others went in by the rear and killed 
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tlie Infanta in tlie nursery. Payment was to be twenty florins to each 
assassin, after the event 

“Twenty florins is not a particularly flattering sum,” Ferdinand said 
grimly. 

The king s treasurer replied, “Perhaps it was all that King Henry 
could spare.” 

“Eh?” 

But Cabrera would not disclose the state of the royal coffers. “In 
hard times when people are starving some men will do anything for 
twenty florins.” 

“Murder a baby?” Isabella demanded. 

“Alas, yes.” He flung wide his white expressive hands, shrugging 
his shoulders. These gestures, Ferdinand thought privately, display 
the Jew in him. 

But there was a comical twist to the murderous business. Queen 
Juana and the Marqu4s of Villena were aU for quick action. But 
Hemy tlie Impotent demurred. Of late his healtli had not been of 
the best. He wanted it both ways, in mortal terror for his soul. He 
told the w'hole sordid plot to the Cardinal of Spain and asked for 
absolution in advance. 

Cardinal Mendoza broke through all the elaborate rules of Spanish 
etiquette in as curt an answer as ever was penned to a Castilian 
king. In a towering rage he not only refused to condone a triple 
murder; he also gave Henry some sound political advice. “In God’s 
name do not sully your soul witli such a deed, for you will have 
against you the whole realm, and especially tlie cities, who cleave to 
the princess your sister and are convinced that the succession to the 
crown belongs by right to her. And there might follow as a conse- 
quence of your act a great deal of inconvenience, nay, even of actual 
peril to your royal person.” 

“King Henry,” said Cabrera dryly, “is not one to hazard his royal 
person.” 

On tliis the plot fell through, and the unpaid assassins, complain- 
ing among their friends of the underworld, soon set off such a wag- 
ging of tongues that everyone knew the story. 

“Hemy is most delighthifly inept,” Ferdinand observed. He had 
not laiown the king was ill. 

Isabella said, “Poor Henry. Poor half-mad half-brother,” 

In Segovia their stay w'as long. Ferdinand no longer went unat- 



tended on Ms walks but he was away from Isabella a good deal of 
the time, hunting, practicing his swordsmanship witli Cordoba, who 
usually beat Mm, or breaking a lance with one of his i\a-agonians, 
whom he always beat. On rare occasions he permitted Isabella to 
hunt witli Mm, protesting that he felt foolish riding after game fit 
only for ladies. 

Isabella held her peace. Then one day when she could bear Ms 
patronizing manner no longer she snatched a hunting spear from one 
of Ms men and, spurring ahead of the rest, .she personally skewered a 
wild boar with it, a beast Ferdinand had marked for his own as .soon 
as it came charging out of a thicket. 

“That was most unladylike,” he said. 

“Weren’t you frightened?” Beatriz asked. 

Isabella said, “To tell the trath, I didn’t care what happened fust 
at that moment.” 

But Ferdinand was moody for weeks. She felt she must have been 
wrong in beating Mm at his own game, when all she had wanted was 
to prove that she was good enough to hunt witli him. 

At length he said grudgingly, “No man ever pinned a boar more 
skillfully, Isabella, You didn’t break a bone, and the taxidermist 
found the head in excellent condition to mount, not a scratch on it.” 

“It was just a lucky thrust, Ferdinand.” 

“Ah,” he said. 

“Actually I was terrified, and aU I could think of was This thing 
must be destroyed.’ Like— like a Moor.” 

In that at least they could agree. 

He was softer in the nursery, and as the Infanta learned to walk 
and then to talk Isabella saw more of Mm. But not much. It seemed 
to her at times that Ms eyes strayed over to Beatriz more often than 
was comfortable; but soon he stopped, when Beahiz did not en- 
courage him. Andres de Cabrera, never too cordial, was cooler tlian 
before after tliat Isabella wondered if ever there would be a prince, 
and touched her iron cross, which was beginning to acquire a new 
meaning for her. Padre de Coca had been right: temperate was tiie 
word for Ferdinand. Sometimes she wondered if he had a found a 
mistress. If so, she supposed she would never find out. Cautious Fer- 
dinand would be the last to betray himself, and .nobody ever tattled 
on royal princes, whose nght to stray was sanctioned by custom as 
old as the custom of having statesmen choose whom they should 
marr)^ The promise she had exacted from Henry, that she should 
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choose her own mate, was a double-edged sword. Doubly it was cut- 
ting her, for Hemy was irreconcikbly alienated and Ferdinand had 
become almost a stranger since their daughter was born. But she 
would have beaten her cross into a nail again and thrust it tlirough 
her heart rather than tell him such thoughts. 

The harvest that year was as poor as the last, and with the worsen- 
ing of conditions came a new and more subtle attempt on their lives 
by tliat trinity of scoundrels in Valladolid: Hemy, Villena, Juana. 
This time the plot was shrewdly interwoven with the slumbering 
anti-Semitism which had always existed in Europe and which in 
Spain invariably flared up when times were bad. 

Queen Juana, alarmed at Henry’s failing health, desperately de- 
sired settlement of the crown on her daughter La Beltraneja; and 
the continued existence of Isabella, Ferdinand and their child 
thwarted and enraged her. The Marquds of Villena, confident that 
he could control La Beltraneja as easily as he had always controlled 
Henry, thoroughly shared her sentiments. In addition, Villena’s rev- 
enues had fallen woefully, bice everyone eke’s, and he longed for 
the keys to King Henry’s coffers. King Henry willingly lent his ear, 
for the new proposal did not imperil liis soul. Isabella, Ferdinand and 
their daughter were simply going to be killed incidentally in the 
confusion that would accompany a thorough purging of the haitor- 
ous Jews of Segovia. 

The Jews of Segowa, Villena said, had bought up aU the food- 
stuffs of the realm and were doling out their ill-gotten hoai'd a dribble 
at a time to increase their own filtliy wealtli while good Christians 
starved. Cabrera himself, the king’s treasmer, the son of a Jew, must 
assuredly remain a Jew at heart; a most unwise appointment. He, the 
Marqm^s of Villena, would have been a far better choice. Henry said 
Yes, he thought he would have been. “Your Highness has been ill 
used by this crypto-Jew,” Villena said solemnly. 

With the king’s permission a strong force of soldiers advanced to 
Segovia; in the king’s name Villena demanded admittance. Loyally, 
Cabrera admitted them. 

They had come, Villena told him, to investigate certain irregulari- 
ties in the municipal administration. They would not be long. Mean- 
while he suggested the billeting of certain of his officers in the 
alcazar. 

“My house is my Icing’s, and yours,” Cabrera said. But it seemed 
to him that the faces of Villena’s ofificers were new, and oddly coarse. 



He excused himself on the pretext of ordering a suitable supper for 
them. Once out of earshot, he whispered to Beatriz, “Talce my guests 
to tlie tower. Let my personal guard lock the door, and stand watch 
insider 

“Prince Ferdinand, too?” 

“Even Prince Ferdinand.” 

“Why, Andres?” 

“Look at the faces of Viliena’s ‘oflScers.’ ” 

“Oh, Andres!” 

“And you, Beatriz. Lock yourself in the keep also.” 

“No.” 

“This is the only time I have ever commanded you.” 

“It must be very bad.” 

“It is. But what it is I do not yet know. You will obey me?” 

“Yes, Andres.” 

He concealed a mailed vest under his doublet and ordered a 
sumptuous repast. He gave certain orders to a captain and hurried 
back to the great hall. 

“Now we shall talk about these municipal irregularities,” he said 
amiably to Villena. “My books are open for your inspection. I am 
somewhat bewildered by tliis visitation. For years I have made 
weekly reports to His Highness, but I cannot recall a single instance 
when His Highness has reproached me with irregularity,” 

“No doubt we shall get to the root of tlie trouble.” Villena smiled, 
nibbling delicately at a bit of pheasant on the prongs of one of 
Cabrera's silver forks, while his officers, having eaten with their hands 
as usual, cleaned tlieir fingernails with theirs. 

“Men come up from the ranks these days,” Villena said. 

“Rapidly, I .should say.” 

“Purely on merit.” 

“And for special services?’ 

“My deal- Cabrera, merit always entails special service.” 

Outside there was sudden screaming. The cries of pain came from 
a quarter that Cabrera knew well It was die Juderia just under the 
walls of the alcazar. He set down his glass of dessert wine, his face 
flaming with anger. 

“I see!” he roared. 

“Don’t you think you ought to go out and investigate?” Villena 
said. You of gZI people? The call of the blood, you know.” 

“You swine!” 



“Swine? Oh dear me. Naturally that would offend you.” 

Cabrera flung iiimself out of the room. 

Villena wus instantly on his feet. “Nowl” 

The officers wped their mouths and loosened tiieir daggers and 
ran in separate directions toward all the apartments of the great old 
castle. 

Cabrera was not unprepared. In a court behind the kitchens he 
knew tliat his men were waiting, mounted and armed. They had 
sometimes complained of his strict discipline; now they were glad of 
it; it was going to save their lives. He ran tlirough the kitchens to 
the postern door to put himself at their head, smiling grimly. Only 
one order from his king had he ever disobeyed; only one law of his 
counhy had he ever broken. He had never inquired too closely 
whether some strong young Jew who came asking to be admitted 
into his service had been baptized as the law required of all who 
bore arms. Only his iron discipline was holding back some of his 
soldiers from dashing out and putting a stop to the pogrom in which 
their relatives were at this very instant being butchered. Beyond the 
walls a glow appeared in die sky and he smelled the smoke of houses 
burning. 

“The pattern complete,” he growled. 

At the postern door he felt an unexpected hand on his shoulder. 
He whirled to defend himself. 

“You!” he gasped. “How did you get out?” 

“Your wife let me out,” Ferdinand said. He had on a steel cuirass 
and an open-faced helm. “You’ve an excellent armory uj? there.” 

“Beatriz didn’t let you out.” 

‘T was forced to suspend her over a drop-hole for a moment to 
persuade her,” Ferdinand said. 

“Maria Santisima!” 

“I was extremely careful not to drop her, I am most sorry to have 
had to manhandle your good wife.” 

“The keep is locked again?” 

“All quite secure, A villainous-looking creature in the passage de- 
layed me for a moment, but I killed him. Now, sir? Which way? 1 
shall follow you, since you know the city.” 

“You’ll be fighting for a lot of miserable Jews,” Cabrera said dubi- 
ously. 

“Disorders of this sort are highly distasteful to me,” Ferdinand said. 

“God bless you, mi senor!” And with those words Cabrera called 



him “lord,” a hard-wrung concession from a Castilian to an Arago- 
nian. • ■ ■ ■ ' ■ ■ • 

During all tlie anxious hours of that long night the women looked 
down from the tower, straining their eyes to pierce the darkness, 
unable to see how the fighting was going in the murky sheets below, 
praying for their husbands while the little Infanta slept peacefully 
on Cabrera’s old army cot Towards morning the fires burnt tliem- 
selves out in the Juderia. The snorting of warhorses, the furious yells 
of struggling men, the screams of the wounded, tlie killing noises of 
steel on steel, steel in flesh, died away. Off in the distance in the 
first gray light of dawn they saw a column of horsemen forming be- 
fore the city gate, which presently opened and let them pass out. 

“I think Andres gave the king’s men a drubbing,” Beatriz said. 

“Ferdinand did his share!” Isabella said pi'oudly. 

“Oofl” Beatriz said, skittering away from die drop-hole, though 
now its trapdoor was closed. “He terrified me.” 

Isabdla smiledj she would have laughed gaily if Ferdinand had 
been there, but as yet none of Cabrera’s men had come back to tlie 
castle. As the light grew stronger they could be seen thi*owmg sand 
on the blood in the city streets and beating out the smouldering re- 
mains of the fires; and carrying off die motionless bodies of many 
who might be dead or might be only dying. From such a distance all 
the bodies looked small, of course, but some were much smaller dian 
the rest. Isabella looked over to where her child lay sleeping. How 
small would siw look in a Juderia? About that small, she imagined. 

“Oh Beatriz, it’s frightful!” 

“Andres says pogroms are always like this.” 

“I will never permit them when I am queen.” 

Beatriz slirugged. “No sovereign has ever been able to stop them, 
and some have tried. This one was started by Villena; Andres knows 
he wants to be treasurer. But usually they just happen. Everybody 
hates the Jews, especially when everybody is poor. Don’t you?” 

“I don’t really hate anyone; except the Moors, and I don’t tliink 
I d hate even the Moors if they’d go back to Africa, where they be- 
long.” 

“Well always have the Moors and we’U always have the Jew.s, and 
as long as we do well have trouble,” Beatriz said. 

She was talking exactly like Ferdinand, Isabella thought. She 
wondered if boredom or some complex diplomatic motive had caused 
him to risk his life in a street battle for the Jews of Segovia. She 
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had never heaxd him say one good word for any Jew. Now he was 
fighting for them like a Maccabee. Whatever his motive, she was 
proud of him. 

In a short time there was a knock on the door of the castle keep. 
Cabrera’ s guard, with orders to open it to no one but him, shouted 
out that whoever it was had better go away or risk a rock’s being 
dropped on his head. An Aragonian voice shouted through the oak 
that Prince Ferdinand desired his wife and his Httle princess to know 
drat he was safe. Isabella thanked God. She told the Infanta that her 
father had been out for a walk last night and was coming home 
now. 

“It was noisy last night,” said the Infanta in the wonderful non- 
sequiturs of childhood, “and this bed is hard.” 

“Is Don Andrds safe?” Beatriz called. 

But the man at the door had gone away. 

“Andr6s never tells me anything,” Beatriz pouted. 

“He will return. He knows the city, he is surrounded by devoted 
followers, God will protect him.” 

It was easy for Isabella to be reassuring now, Beatriz thought. And 
yet, if God had protected Ferdinand she could hope that God had 
also protected Andres. He certainly deserved it more. 

About noon there was the sound of hooves and Cabrera led his 
victorious troops into the alcazar. There were very few riderless 
horses. But his face was troubled as he embraced his wife. Ferdi- 
nand glowed with the exhilaration that fighting always aroused in 
liim. 

As they passed along die battlements to the Hving quarters of the 
castle Cabrera pointed out a heap of about a dozen horribly dis- 
figured corpses in the courtyard. “Villena’s officers,’” he said. “I told 
my men they need not be gentle with them.” 

Isabella told the Infanta to turn her head and see how the broad 
fields of wheat were green on the horizon, a promise of better times. 
“Soon they will be yellow, like your hair, and everyone will have 
enough to eat.” 

“Let her look,” Ferdinand said, “and leam what happens to those 
who would murder the daughters of kings.” 

TTie child looked, and saw nothing remarkable in deatli. Perliaiis, 
Isabella thought, Ferdinand was ri^t, for a princess would see much 
of death in a lifetime. She would have preferred such training for a 
prince, however. 
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At supper tiiat night Ferdinand was inclined to be jovial and took 
one of his rare glasses of wine. A good many Jews had been mur- 
dered, but far more of tlie ldng*s men had been slain. The Jews were 
already nailed up in tlieir pine boxes, the Christians were being em- 
balmed and Masses were being said. Order was restored in Segovia. 
The fires— nay, The Fire, the great fire of persecution from Valladolid 
—had been put out once and for all. He was certain of it. His con- 
fidence rose to complacency. 

But Cabrera was worried. It troubled his conscience that he had 
warred against his king. “I could not do otherwise,” he pleaded, as 
if justifying himself in a court of law. “I will not permit guests to be 
murdered. I will not permit defenseless people to be made scape- 
goats for a national calamity which is an act of God. And I do not 
propose to stand idly by while a scheming courtier plots to take over 
ray post as the king’s treasurer. I could have been a millionaire long 
sincci no one from the court has ever even looked at my books. But 
I have never diverted a single raaravedi to my own use. When a 
master is incompetent a steward must be doubly scrupulous.” 

"No doubt the sums ai'e paltry, Henry’s habits being what they 
are,” Ferdinand suggested. 

He was prying again, but this time Cabrera smiled and was not 
offended. “I shall never forget how you stood by me today,” he said, 
and he volunteered to the ladies, “Had you seen Prince Ferdinand 
laying about him with his sword— one Caballero’s head jumped clean 
off his shoulders, still yelling!— you would have fallen on your knees 
and thanked God for such a man!” 

“What do you suppose we were doing all last night?” Beatrix asked 
impudently. “He sent his wife a courier. You let me callus my loiee- 
bones.” 

Cabrera raised his glass to her and winked. To Ferdinand he con- 
tinued frankly, “King Hemy is not rich, but he is a good deal better 
off than he thinks. If he knew what he has, of course he’d spend it 
all; then I could not meet the demands he makes on me and I should 
be disgraced. So I do not let liim know. The trick is in my books, 
which are absolutely accurate, believe me, but kept by a J ewish sys- 
tem called ‘double entry.’ ” 

Ferdinand used the same system in Ai*agon. “It isn’t Jewish at all,” 
he said. “I know it well.” 

“I don’t,” Beatrix said, “and ‘double’ sounds nasty, like ‘duplicity.’ ” 

“Not at all,” Ferdinand said. “Merely analytical.” 
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“Assets and Obligations are listed in parallel columns,” Cabrera 
said. “The totals must always balance. To see if you have any money 
you have to look in the long list of figures above the totals and know 
what they mean. King Henry does actually have sufficient funds to 
keep tlie country from going bankrupt completely. But he and his 
fine friends at court only look at the totals. ‘What?’ they say. ‘Assets 
and Obligations exactly equal? Then we haven’t a penny!”’ 

Cabrera’s shoulders slumped. “Someone must have seized on that 
detail to reproach me with irregularity. AH the personal schemes of 
ambition and revenge came out into the open. The Marques and 
the queen sprang into action, with the dismal results that you saw: 
the pogrom of last night, the outrage that involved the guests under 
my roof. Victory was fruitless. I shall still lose my post; and how I can 
protect you after that I do not know.” 

“No,” Isabella said. “That ■wdll not happen because it must not.” 

Ferdinand smiled. “Isabella is right, but as usual she speaks from 
the sure conviction of faith without bothering about details.” He cut 
to the practical heart of the matter. “Henry has tried twice to kill us 
and twice failed. Most recently he tried to hide us under a mountain 
of corpses, Mke Uriah the Hittite, but that did not work either and 
we beat off his army. He is ill; for his age he is old, having ruined his 
constitution with coffee and other Moorish vices; his impotence 
marches from faculty to faculty. I am talking about your near rel- 
ative, my dear Isabella, but facts are facts. He will degenerate, and 
with him the power of his faction.” 

“The Marques of Villena did not look well either,” Beatriz said. 

“Indeed? I did not see him. That is an interesting observation.” 

“You did not see him because he did not fight,” Cabrera said. “His 
was the glorious mission of leading the cutthroat ‘officers.’ ” 

“You let him escape, of course,” Ferdinand said. His tone was one 
of command. 

“Naturally, Y'our Highness.” ‘ 

“Good. Never make martyrs of court favorites. Good, Cabrera, 
good!” 

Isabella was learning some of the more practical details of state- 
craft. They were not attractive. But she would have to be practical. 
She would have to live in the world. She was not afraid of it; it was 
a challenging world. It was good, for all its badness, and it could 
be made better. 
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“The Jews all over Castile will hear of this and love you,” Cabrera 
said warmly to Ferdinand. ‘‘And do not minimize their power. 

“I don t.” 

“On the other hand, some of the Old Cinlstians won’t be your 
friends.” 

“They will return to liim in time,” Isabella said. “Times will 
change; things will be better with good harvests. All this horror will 
be forgotten. Carrillos troubles, Henry’s troubles, all will pass and 
ours wdll, too. I know so; I pray so; and we shall have peace.” 

Ferdinand shook his head. “Peace will come only when King 
Henry is at peace, his long last personal peace; and even his deadi 
may not bring peace to Castile and Aragon. There is angry Portugal. 
There is threatening France.” 

It had been a long time since Isabella had worried over the attitude 
of neighboring kingdoms. 

Perhaps Ferdinand, fresh from his street fighting, was already ex- 
hilarated by the prospect of war on a grander scale. 

Again and again during the supper Andrds de Cabrera said to 
tlie prince, “I shall never forget how you stood by me!” Before the 
evening was out Ferdinand was calling the king’s treasurer mi primo. 



THE HAIWEST WAS GOOD THAT YEAR. THE FIELDS OF WHEAT THAT THE 

little Infanta had seen green on the horizon beyond the heaps of 
mangled corpses turned from green to yellow, from yellow to gold, 
under the golden sun and the golden harvest moon of the autumn 
of 1474, full of the promise of plenty, B’or even famines must end. 

Witli the ending of tlie long cruel period of hunger the pestilence 
ended also, and the spirit of the people rose. On the other side of 
the Pyrenees the ailing, aging king of France read the signs of re- 
turning Spanish prosperity and leamd a resurgence of Spanish 
strength, especially if the realm should come under tlie soft but fear- 



less hand of Isabella, as every day seemed more likely. He had met 
her; he had sounded her still developing character by one of tiiose 
feats of intuition for which the crafty old man was notorious: Isabella 
would be good for Spain, Therefore by definition, according to his 
lights, she would be bad for France. Therefore she must never be 
queen, and to that end he bent all the power of his diplomatic and 
mihtary forces. Both were immense. 

To Alfonso of Portugal, still smarting under Isabella’s refusal, he 
sent couriers with costly presents and slyly provocative letters that 
were calculated to keep open and sore the old wounds of jealousy. 
The Castilian Infanta must have considered him senile, King Louis 
intimated; too old to love, too old to fight Perhaps, suggested the 
king of France, she was too beautiful, perhaps too sensuous, un- 
doubtedly too headstrong; she would overawe most men. Perhaps 
also, he implied, Alfonso was too old; and, twisting the dagger, he 
went on to hope in a sanctimonious vein that Alfonso would never 
suffer tlie mental and physical decHne of their royal cousin, King 
Henry tlie Impotent. 

In Portugal Alfonso sputtered and fumed, and sent out a call for 
his armies. 

But even if Alfonso should submit to tlie crowning of Isabella, 
King Louis declared, he, Louis of France, would align himself with 
the true Castilian heiress, the princess whose enemies derisively 
called her La Beltraneja. La Beltmneja was now thirteen years old, 
long since ripe to wed, and King Louis reminded King Alfonso that 
a dumpy figure and a pair of pop eyes were no impediment to royal 
marriages. Nor was a vast difference of age. 

Alfonso reflected tliat a ihirteen-year-old might be a pleasant play- 
mate, to say nothing of the other benefits that would come with 
marriage with the Castilian heiress. No sovereign in Europe doubted 
the power of the Spider King of France to achieve his ends. 

Alfonso’s heralds carried back to France an effusive reply: Alfonso 
tiie African was as good as he ever was, he stated proudly, in war 
and in love, and his armies were already gathering against the great 
Castilian lords whom Isabella had bewitched. He, too, was for La 
Beltraneja, he stated; he, too, would fight to assure her succession to 
tire throne. Nay more; to make tliat throne doubly secure Alfonso 
the African would take her to wife. Her figure might be ample, but 
so were her lands; and he was of a mind to cherish both. 

On this King Louis struck at Aragon, where the mountain passes 
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were low. There Ferdinand could be trusted to rush to defend his 
homeland and, God willing, get himself killed in battle. Diplomacy 
would bring PorUigal against Castile from tlie west; a iuclc>^ sword- 
thmst would cut off the life of the Aragonian heir, and sunder for- 
ever the nations that Isabellas marriage had threatened to unite into 
a major European power. It was a very good scheme, King Louis 
mused, one of his best. From the military point of view it was im- 
pregnable. Isabella might bewitch the Castilian grandees, but not 
the Portuguese, not the French, and above all not tire Swiss mer- 
cenaries in his pay who fought only for money. 

Shortly a courier arrived post-haste, grim-faced, from the field 
headquarters of the King of Aragon. “The king bade me say—” tlie 
courier began. 

“I can read,” Ferdinand answered, cutting him off. “Kindly remove 
your hat, and next time be good enough to brush the dust off you 
before you present me with a dispatch.” 

“Perhaps it is bad news, my dear,” Isabella said. The herald’s face 
was gray with the urgency of his message and twitched witli fatigue. 

Deliberately Ferdinand broke the seal and unrolled tlie scroll, “Fa- 
ther is indestmctible,” he said. It was hard for Isabella to guess 
whether he meant to convey a compliment or to reproach his aged 
sire for failing to die and vacate the Aragonian throne. “Father is in 
no danger.” 

“But, Sir,” the herald muttered, “he is. He is fighting the French.” 

“Naturally,” said Ferdinand, reading slowly, tracing each word 
with his finger, spelBng out some of the harder ones. 

“But he fights in person, on horseback, in bodily contact with the 
invaders.” 

“That is fooUiardy,” Ferdinand said. “Please be silent.” 

Isabella said, “I should caU it heroic.” 

“Please!” said Ferdinand sharply. The courier bowed himself out 
of their presence. Ferdinand’s tone to his wife embarrassed him. 

It was an appeal to his son for help. The French, without the for- 
mality of a declaration of war, had suddenly attacked in force on 
die frontier at Roussillon and threatened to burst through. “I can 
handle the cavahy,” King John said stoutly, “and so far we have 
managed to hold our own. But the French are bringing up guns, our 
own are ineffective and only you can dii'cct this new-fangled artii- 
iery. I don’t understand the confounded engines. Come to me.” 

“You must go, of course,” Isabella said. 



“Of course,” FerdinaBd said. 

She did not weep but her face was grave. “I siiaii miss you, mi 
senor.” 

He did not answer. 

“And pray for you every day.” 

“Thank you, Isabella.” 

It would have been good to hear that he would miss her, too. But 
it was almost as good to hear him say, “Take care of my Infanta.” His 
color rose, his eyes snapped and he seemed anxious to be off. Tliat, 
too, was good. For the state. And did not a princess, would not a 
queen, live for the state? She touched her iron cross. 

“You will keep me informed, Ferdinand?” 

“That will be most important. I wonder that you ask. Of course 
I shall keep you informed.” 

“I mean about yourself.” 

“If I write,” he laughed, “I am aHve. And Isabella. About this Jew 
Cabrera. Cherish his friendsliip, do not offend him, keep on his good 
side.” 

It was not a time to argue that AndiAs de Cabrera was not a Jew. 
“I have always been proud of his friendship,” she said, 

“Good. Good. Good.” 

He kissed her coolly on the cheek and left Segovia that same day. 
He kissed the Infanta on the mouth, chucking her under the cliin 
and smiling, “One of my walks, hijita. To blow up some dirty French- 
men. I shan’t be long. Say a nice prayer for me.” 

“Si, papito,” the child said, wide-eyed. Did one encounter dirty 
Frenchmen on walks? And blow them up? 

“You should say mi padre, not papito,” Isabella corrected. 

“For goodness’ sake don’t be so formal witli the cMd,” Ferdinand 
said. 

Those were liis last, or nearly his last words, that mild reproach, 
before he took horse for a war that might easily be the death of him, 
Isabella supposed he must have said good-bye~he was meticulously 
polite— before he, Valdes, Cordoba and the rest of his personal suite 
spurred out of the gate of the alcazar. But how his polite good-bye 
might have been phrased she could not remember: probably the 
casual and stilted “I kiss your hands, your feet.” If he had been ir- 
ritated at her correction of (he Infanta why had he not barked at 
her, or ciu'sed, as Beatriz de Bohadilla sometimes cursed? Is it easier 
to live with fire or ice? But she could not deny he was brave. Cool 



bravery in a king is better than intemperance and cowardice. Better 
for tire state. 

Sometimes in her prayers she prayed, “Maria Santisima, thou who 
knowest the heart of woman, why was I not born a peasant instead 
of a princess? It is exb-emely difficult when one is young to think 
only of tlie state.” 

Then she remembered that Joan of Arc was horn a peasant, and 
she was a.shamed; for Joan of Ai'c had also been young and had also 
dedicated her entire life to a state and ended that life at the age 
of eighteen in a fiery martyrdom to her high calling. 

Ferdinand’s absence was protracted. His frequent couriers brought 
detailed news of the fighting, couched in formal official language as 
impersonal as that which the criers proclaimed in the public markets. 

Isabella embroidered altar cloths and taught the Infanta to sew and 
read and worked like a starving sempstress till her eyes were red 
and her fingers sore on the one thing she still could do for Ferdinand: 
his shirts. She was an accomplished needlewoman. “Stitches fine as 
a nun’s,” she would sometimes say witli tight-lipped irony to Beatrix. 
Ever since putting on the first shirt she had made for him just after 
their marriage Ferdinand had refused to wear any others. That, at 
least, was something not for the state. 

Ferdinand’s dispatches— she could not call them letters— were full 
of good news. “Our artillery is cutting down the dirty French like a 
scythe. Soon they will be back where they belong. The king, my 
father, continues in the best of health. 

“Pray let me have private word from my friend Don Andres de 
Cabrera how it goes with His Highness King Henry, whose health, 
as I hear, is not good. It elevates the spirits of my troops to witness 
the mass of dead Frenchmen after every encounter, and also mine. 
Few of the slain are noble, the French fashion being to fight with 
peasants and mercenaries. My work has greatly stimulated me.” 

Death, which Ferdinand found so stimulating among the lowly, 
struck twice in Castile in rapid succession that winter, with con- 
sequences that greatly irritated him. 

By one of the exquisite ironies of history the dandified, greedy, 
arrogant Marques of Villena died in a barber chair wdiile his barber 
was curling and perfuming his crisp little beard. It was the fourth of 
October, the day on which the Church commemorated tlie death of 
the humblest, simplest, sweetest of tlie saints, PTancis of Assisi, who 
preached even to beasts and birds and blessed the fire that cauter- 



ized a painful wound, calling the torturing element “brother”. Car- 
dinal Mendoza, praying for the soul of ViUena, sought in vain to find 
a parallel betsveen him and Saint Francis to take as a text for his 
funeral oration. 

Dutifully Isabella sent a letter of condolence to King Henry, who 
did not answer. For a few short weeks he languished, sad, forlorn, 
bereft of the friend who had beggared him, padding about die pal- 
ace weeping like a woman and refusing to eat or even to drink his 
coffee. It was noticed that his eyes had a filmy look, like those of a 
fish too long out of water, and that he stumbled into things as if he 
could not see tliem. 

On the night between Sunday and Monday in the dead of a cold 
Castilian winter that was healthy for everyone else, the Cardinal of 
Spain was called to his bedside. Henry was very low and sinking fast. 

All that a priest could do for a mortal in extremis Mendoza did; 
and afterwards, before Henry became quite irrational, he gently re- 
minded him: 

“The mystery of your life, my lord, is that you have never said yes 
or no to the question, Ts tlie princess known as La Belhaneja your 
daughter or not?’ This solemn last hour all men must face. Pride falls 
away, shame falls away as the flesh tliat has cursed us decays, and 
tlie eye glows clear in tlie glory of God’s mercy and promise of re- 
demption. For the good of the realm over which God set you king, 
speak now and spare many lives as your last good act For assuredly 
thousands will perish in bloody wars if you do not speak.” 

Henry the Impotent turned his face to the wall. Once indeed he 
.spoke, but only to say, “Life has used me ill,” and died. 

The Cardinal sighed. Life had huly used Henry iU. But it worked 
both ways. It was no less true that Henry had used life ill, mon- 
strously ill. In his trained ecclesiastical mind Cai-dinal Mendoza re- 
flected that it was now two o’clock in the morning, the morning of 
December twelfth, a day on which the Church commemorated the 
deatii of no one. No one at aU. How pitifully fitting for Henry the 
Impotent of Castile! 

For a moment tlie nation paused. It was usual for Castilian sov- 
ereigns to leave a will, setting forth the broad outlines of the policies 
they wished continued after their death. Though not clothed with 
the force of law such solemn documents were always respectfully 
received and adhered to as far as was practicable. But King Henry, 
indecisive to the end, left no wiU to guide his followers. His legacy 



to Ms people was confusion, the one consistent element in Ms nature. 

A herald brought news before dawn to Segovia from Valladolid in- 
forming the king’s treasurer tliat the king was no more. He was sent, 
he said, by Queen Juana and the Marques— tlie young Marques, son 
of the old-of Villena. And he requested ten thousand florins for cur- 
rent expenses in connection with the king’s funeral expenses. Ca- 
brera thanked him cordially for the information and sent him away 
without a maravedi; then he locked the city gates. 

“King Henry’s death,” Cabrera said to his wife, “was the one, sin- 
gle, unique, irrevocable, positive act that my late immasterful mas- 
ter was ever able to achieve.” He squared his shoulders as if a great 
burden had been lifted from them. “While he lived I was under the 
yoke of my sworn oath of fealty. Now I am free. Beatriz, my sweet, 
how shall we break the news to yom- friend?” 

“That her wretched half-brother is dead? Why, softly, softly, 
Andres. Isabella will mourn even him.” 

“That he is dead forsooth!” For tlie first time in her presence AndiAs 
de Cabrera forgot his good manners and spat contemptuously. “That 
she is queen, you silly goose!” 

"AndiAs! You will declare for her? You darling!” She hugged Mm 
in front of a server who was giving them a hot pre-dawn breakfast 
on tins exciting day that would be momentous in the history of Cas- 
tile and— had a magician been able to peer into the future— momen- 
tous in the history of the world. On tMs cold winter day when it lay 
with the Christian Jew Andres de Cabrera to deliver the keys of tlie 
treasury of Castile either to Isabella or to La Beitraneja, and in so 
doing make a queen, an invisible curtain was ringing down on the 
last act of the Middle Ages. A Modern Age was about to be born 
into a world wMch, tlirough Isabella of Spain, was to double and 
treble in size. But tMs was a turn in human affairs that no one living 
could foresee. Cabrera, like all good men, merely followed his con- 
science and did what seemed right at the time. 

He said to Beatriz, “La Beitraneja is not Henry’s daughter. Every- 
one knows it; the Church has declared it; and twice King Hemy, 
by Ms actions, Mmself admitted it. Isabella is therefore my ti-iie sov- 
ereign and rightful queen.” 

“And you are still the royal treasurer!” 

“If she retains me in my post.” 

“As if she wouldn’t! But, Andres, she must be crowned at once. 
The old factions will start fighting again unless she is.” 
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“Unquestionably. France thi-eatens. Portugal tln-eatens. The fac- 
tions threaten, weakening us internally. She must indeed be crowned 
at once. Today!” 

“I don’t know how she will take the fact of her husband’s absence,” 
Beati'iz said dubiously. “She may refuse to be crowned until he re- 
turns.” 

“There won’t be time. That would be fatal, Beati-iz.” 

“He’ll come scampering home in a frightful sulk,” Beati'iz said. 
“He’s choleric and greedy under his cold exterior. I don’t see ho-w' 
she can love him.” 

“He’s a Jew-hater and a paltry man,” Cabrera said flatly, “Mi 
prrimo, he called me. But that was because I hold tlie keys to the 
royal coffers. I admire his bravery in a fight, but he does not fool me, 
not for a minute.” 

“And Isabella?” 

Cabrera grinned. “You taught me to like her, and then, when I 
knew her better—” 

“She bewitched you? Like everybody else? I’ll skewer her with 
my poignard in her sleep; that I will!” 

“She bewitched you, too, Beatriz.” 

“Nay, that is tine,” Beatriz said softly. “Even when we were both 
little girls. Nobody can know her without loving her, neither a man 
nor a woman.” 

“Now be off with you to her apartment, Beatriz, and wake her up 
and tell her she’s a queen— at least if she acts quickly.” 

“I’d certainly act quickly to be a queen.” Beatriz smiled. 

Isabella’s first act was to order the standards of Castile, of Ai-agon 
and the city of Segovia edged in black for the dead king and flown 
at half-staff over the towers of die alcazar. She herself put on a 
mourning gown and prayed a long hour; and then she pleaded -with 
Beatriz and Cabrera for delay till Ferdinand could be informed and 
return from Aragon. 

“I have akeady sent couriers to him, to France and Portugal and 
even to England, with the news of King Henry’s deatli.” 

“And of your accession to the throne!” Beatriz added excitedly. 

Isabella looked at Cabrera reproachfully, 

“There is so little time, Your Highness. In fact, there is absolutely 
no time! Please let me try to explain.” 

Beatriz shot him a warning glance. “Please let me, Andres.” 

Cabrera smiled, bowed himself backward to the door. It was Isa- 
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bella’s first taste of the elaborate royal etiquette that she knew so 
well but that had never before been accorded her until this moment. 
She was already queen. The sovereign dies, but the sovereignsliip 
never; and coronation is only a formality, though a splendid one 
with tremendous power to cement a divided nation. That realization 
took some of the sting, some of it, out of tlie accident of Ferdinand’s 
absence and the necessity of being cro^vned alone. 

Beabiz talked to her, alternately pleading and warning, and once 
even skirting the dangerous subject of Ferdinand’s enormous per- 
sonal ambition; how would he value her, she managed to convey 
tactfully, if, through an excess of devotion, Isabella should lose Cas- 
tile to La Beltraneja? The shot struck home and Isabella’s chin went 
up in that gesture of determination that Beatriz knew so well. 

Isabella did not order the recall of the diplomatic couriers who 
were now speeding to all the chancelleries of Europe with the news 
that she had accepted the crown. 

In spite of Cabrera’s intense desire to bring about Isabella’s coro- 
nation that very same day he could not quite manage it. The Ai'ch- 
bishop of Toledo, whose traditional privilege it was to crown the 
Castilian sovereigns, sent a courier with a testy message that his 
Archiepiscopal Reverence was praying for tlie soul of King Henry 
and would require a day at least. 

Cabrera snorted. “More likely he’s still trying to make gold in his 
laboratory!” 

Beatriz answered tlioughtfully, “I’m not so sure. Isabella was afraid 
he might not show up at all. Ferdinand thinks Carrillo is wavering 
over towards Henry’s side. He used to be her strongest supporter 
and now she never hears from him.” 

“Then we will make her queen by simple proclamation. It’s per- 
fectly legal.” 

“That wouldn’t have the same effect on the people, Andx6s. They’d 
feel cheated if they didn’t actually see the crown on her head.” 

Cabrera nodded. “I know, I know. But every day lost adds strength 
to La Beltraneja’s claim.” 

Next day, however, Carrillo appeared; he was thinner, far older 
and somewhat sulky in manner. Privately Cabrera confided to Beatriz 
that the vain old prelate probably could not resist the temptation to 
put on the gorgeous ecclesiastical display in which he would, be al- 
most as conspicuous as the queen herself. But Isabella greeted him 
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as if nothing between them had , changed. Carrillo thawed slightly 
under her smile. 

His was the only stern face in Segovia that day. Everyone else was 
smiling, and the common people who lined the narrow cobbled 
streets to watch the procession to the public square were jubilant. 
Even when a good king died his successor was welcomed in high 
hope and happy spirit, for an era ended and it was natural to believe 
that tomorrow would be better than yesterday. But when a bad king 
died, a king whose rule had brought nothing but misery, the hope 
for a better tomorrow rose to a passion. Such was the mood that 
welled up from the sea of faces like a wave and communicated itself 
to Isabella. 

In a gown of white satin and ermine she rode a white palfrey 
caparisoned in cloth of gold that reached to the animals fetlocks. 
On it were embroidered the red lions of Le6n and the black castles 
of Castile in a dazzling and beautiful pattern. Her head was bare, 
for it was about to receive a crown and no other headdress must 
cover it that day. 

On her right side, holding her horse’s silver bridle, Archbishop Car- 
rillo walked in liis primate’s purple cope, gloved, mitred and ringed, 
flanked by his crosier bearer. On her left, holding the other rein of 
the bridle was a smiling Andres de Cabrera in a jaunt}^ velvet cap 
and his massive chain of oflSce. 

A guard of Caballeros followed, sword-girt and golden-sjpurred, the 
ribbons and crosses and stars of their orders glittering on their 
breasts; and in the center of the guard walked two young pages of 
noble birth bearing on a velvet cushion the greatest treasure ever 
confided to the coffers of Andres de Cabrera: the crown of Saint Fer- 
dinand, three hundred years old. Isabella reflected that Saint Fer- 
dinand also had had to contend with factions, and that die union of 
Castile and Leon had been the result. In one of those inconsequential 
bypaths of the mind, where little thoughts wander off when the mind 
is under the stress of great emotion, she wondered if Saint Ferdinand 
and his wife were happy. How odd to think about saints’ wives, yet 
countless numbers of them had had them. It did not concern her. 
She wasn’t married to a saint, and the silly notion made her smile till 
her remarkably white and even teeth shone dazzlingly between her 
lips, which were especially red that day with the rapid beating of 
her heart. 

Suddenly she was aware how public she was. The brilliant smile, 
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her wind-whipped pink cheeks, the glitter of the cloth of gold re- 
flected in her copper hair, all set off by the flashing whiteness of her 
gown and the black-flecked whiteness of her ermine-the effect was 
theatrical, and the people began to cheer and shout as if they had 
seen a, vision. 

"Castilla! Castilla por la Reyna, Castile for Dona Isabella! Castile 
for the queen! Viva la princesa! Long live the Queen Proprietress!” 
This was Isabella’s day. But a few here and there remenabered her 
consort There were some who shouted for Don Ferdinand also. On 
tirese she smiled especiaffy warmly. 

In the latter ranks of the long procession were monks, priests, coun- 
oilmen, soldiers, men at arms, crossbovwnen, musicians, trumpeters, 
drummers and the rabble of common people, rich and poor, mingled 
helter-skelter as they swarmed in tlie march to the public square. 

At the very head of the procession, almost unnoticed because it 
was a symbol that had lost all meaning in the reign of King Henry, 
a herald in royal livery carried a naked sword, its point straight up, 
its hilt at eye level. It was the sovereign s sword of justice and it 
signified the power of life and death that Isabella traditionally held 
over every one of her ten million subjects. The day was very bright; 
the sky was very blue, tlie same bright blue that deepened the azure 
of Isabella’s eyes and suppressed the flecks of green. On the sword 
of justice that blue glinted steely cold; never had the weapon looked 
sharp before. 

In the center of the public square Isabella mounted a platform that 
had been erected, caqpeted and draped with banners as soon as news 
had arrived of Henry’s death. She seated herself in a great thronelike 
chair of state, looking very small and white, her face now grave. 

The prayers and invocations were long, and at first Carrillo played 
his pait with tedious deliberation. But soon the cold struck under his 
cope and chilled his bones and he spoke the words more rapidly, 
longing for the fires of his laboratory or at least the candles of the 
cathedral Beatriz was sliivering. She wondered how Isabella could 
go tlirough the ceremony bareheaded. The odd thought sti’uck her 
that crowns are not warm. 

At length Carrillo took the crown from the velvet cushion, which 
the Grand Admiral now presented to him. He held it aloft for the 
people to see. A hush fell over them, silent with awe. Gently he 
placed it on Isabella’s copper-colored curls, which the wind had 
mussed a little. It fitted perfectly. 
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“Don’t let it fall off!” he interpolated into the solemn ritual of the 
coronation service. His whisper had sometliing of the warmth of his 
old familiar fatherly manner. 

“I won’t!” she replied with the ghost of a smile. 

Somehow, he did not think she would; ever. 

From the square the procession formed in slow march to the cathe- 
dral where a Te Deum was chanted, while all the bells of the city 
rang out tlie joyous tidings that Castile had a new queen, and lom- 
bards Plundered from the walls witli a voice that carried far over 
the countryside. 

Spurring south from the border war Ferdinand learned that he 
was too late, that his wife had not waited for liim, and that she had 
permitted herself to be crowned alone. 

He flew into a rage. He devised a revenge. It was intimate, unex- 
pected and exceedingly painful to Isabella. 



HAVING HEAEn THE NEWS OF ISABELLA’S CORONATION, FERDINAND DID 

not return to Castile, as had been his first intention, but proceeded 
to Saragossa, capital of Aragon. It had been six years since he had 
seen his bastard son. Meanwhile die child had been under the care of 
a court lady named Joanna, of boundless good nature and a vague 
Catalan claim to nobility, who had served first as his wet nurse and, 
now tliat he was a Httle older, served as his governess. 

Alonzo was a stalwart, handsome child. Ferdinand took to him at 
once when Joanna presented him in the nursery, witli its hard little 
bed and its litter of toy guns, toy swords, toy soldiers. 

“Good!” said Ferdinand. “You’re making a man of him even if you 
are only a woman.” At the moment he thoroughly disliked all women. 

“Your Majesty is too kind,” die governess said. 
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Ferdinand was doubly a king, now that Isabella was crowned but 
he was not a “majesty.” Only one European sovereign, the King of 
France, had achieved that grandiose title. “You know how to flatter, 
mishess Joanna.” He looked at her critically. 

She was dimpled and pink and petite. 

“Your Highness struck me as so formidable and brave. I must have 
been thinking of how you rescued your dear old sire, the king, when 
the Frenchmen nearly took him captive.” She referred to an incident 
on the border where the aged paladin had spurred into the melee, 
grown short of breath and, of course, been surrounded by Swiss pike- 
men, anxious to share in the ransom of so rich a prize. Gonsalvo de 
Cordoba had instantly led a furious charge of mailed knights, ex- 
tricating the king before any serious damage was done, and Ferdi- 
nand, quitting his post at the guns in the rear, had rushed in to help. 
The governess continued apologetically, “ ‘Majesty’ just slipped out, 
since it is so richly deserved.” 

“I did only what any son would have done,” Ferdinand replied 
in measured tones, “and Don Gonsalvo de Cordoba must be given 
his fair share of the credit, for he was of great assistance.” 

“You too will grow up to be a great warrior like your kingly fa- 
ther,” the governess said to Alonzo. “He is a spirited young man, 
Your Highness, as you see, and is already directing his battles.” She 
indicated the toys. 

“I have other plans for my son,” Ferdinand said. Ruffling the lad's 
crisp black hair he said, “Well, hombre, how would you like to be an 
archbishop?” 

“I do not know, sir.” 

“Sire, not sir,” Ferdinand said. 

“I do not know, sire.” 

“I have not taught him to say sire’, because— well, the circum- 
stances of his birth— it would set people to gossiping.” 

“Everyone will soon know that I am his sire,” Ferdinand said, “Sire 
as sovereign, sire also as father.” 

“You will acknoweldge him publicly? Oh, Your Highness, Your 
good, sweet, generous Highness!” She permitted a tear of joy to \veli 
and spaikle in her eyes, winch made them shine very prettily, as she 
was perfectly aware, and grasped his hand, idssing it warmly and af- 
fectionately. 

“Tut, tut, lass,” Ferdinand reprimanded, vastly pleased with her. 
But he was by no means blind to the fact that his public acknowi- 
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eclgment of his bastard would enormously enhance her standing at 
the Aragonian court. 

“If Your Highness could only see your way clear to retain me in my 
position after you do this wonderful thing!” she pleaded, beginning 
to weep again. “I love tlie boy so! He is part of me!” 

Ferdinand eyed her coolly up and down. She had much of Beatriz 
de Bobadilla’s dark beauty, but softer, in a yielding sort of way. 

“I rather think I shall.” Ferdinand smiled. 

“An archbishop!” breathed Joanna ecstatically. “To be governess 
to an archbishop! I shall get candles and books and incense and bells. 
Your Ma|— Your Highness, and raise him up to be a holy man.” 

Ferdinand grinned. "Put the incense in his cannons to make them 
smoke. He wont be entering upon his archiepiscopal duties for quite 
a wliile.” 

The Archbishop of Saragossa had recently died, and the richest 
ecclesiastical plum of all Aragon had not yet been awarded to a suc- 
cessor. All kings enjoyed tremendous power of nomination to such 
vacant posts, and the Church nearly always confirmed secular rulers’ 
choices. Sometimes they chose minors, who were duly invested with 
the titles and revenues but who, of course, performed no ecclesias- 
tical functions, their duties being delegated to genuine prelates. It 
was one of the ways that the Church, to preserve its universality in 
an age of growing nationalism, compromised with greedy kings, lest 
by failing to yield a little the Faith of Christendom break up into a 
hodge-podge of national churches, and thus lose all. Ferdinand, of 
course, would personally administer tlie revenues of the new little 
archbishop. 

Archbishop Alonzo of Saragossa was duly nominated, duly con- 
firmed. A herald rode to Segovia with the news. Isabella discovered 
that her husband had a bastard son the same age as their Infanta, 
plus a scant, scant year, and was heaping honors upon him. 

But yielding and dimpled as the archbishop’s governess was, Fer- 
dinand did not dally with her for long. 

His father warned him, “These things have a way of bearing em- 
haiTassing fruit, my son, I know from experience, and so should you.” 

“My wife has chosen to live her own Hfe, and so can I ” Ferdinand 
answered stiffly. 

“I think you’d better go back to Castile,” the old king said. 
“Gonsalvo de Cordoba can manage the trouble on the border now; it 
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seems to have let up a bit after they failed to catch me. Good man, 
Don Gonsalvo ” 

“For a Castilian, yes.” 

Ferdinand was still angry. He resented liis father’s advice and he 
resented his father s praise of Cordoba. Since he knew that both were 
justly deserved he sought out die one weak chink in the tired old 
sovereign’s armor. 

“I am astonished that you have permitted the municipal adminis- 
tration of Saragossa to degenerate so lamentably in my absence. 
Taxes are usuriously farmed to Jews, the constabulary are not paid, 
crime is rampant in the streets and no decent women dare go abroad 
even in daylight widiout an armed escort Why have you done noth- 
ing to curb this Ximenes Gordo, who is responsible for the city’s or- 
der?” 

“Son, it’s wartime,” the king said wearily. “Things always go a little 
lax in war. Mayor Gordo is no saint, I agree; but in the absence of 
troops he’s the only one who can keep any order at all. The common 
people re.spect him because he is one of them. I know that he steals 
from me.” 

“I shall have to defer my return to Castile till I can bring him to 
reason,” Ferdinand said unpleasandy. 

“I think Isabella misses you, and you’d better bring him to reason 
fast,” King John said dubiously. 

“If she misses me why doesn’t she write and tell me so?” 

“You must admit, son, that you gave her a fearful jolt widi Alonzo’s 
sudden appearance on the scene.” 

Ferdinand scowled. 

Shordy Isabella did write. She praised her husband’s thorough 
drubbing of the French. “They are reported to be gathering above 
Guipuzcoa, however,” she warned, and added, “I need you,” entreat- 
ing him to return to Castile, to be received as King ConvSort and to 
accept the allegiance of the grandees of their party who were waiting 
to kiss his hand. “Onei of them wiE surprise you, mi senor,” she wrote. 
“Don Beltran de la Gueva has declared for us I Truly diis is a world 
in wliich each new day brings new surprises, bodi pleasant and un- 
pleasant.” That was as close as Isabella could bring herself to confess 
her terrible hurt at the thunderbolt news of the Archbishop of 
Saragossa. 

Still imappeased, he replied that he could not come until one press- 
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ing duty in Saragossa could be discharged. He promised her that it 
would not take long. It did not. 

Mayor Ximenes Gordo received a flattering invitation to present 
himself at the palace. Prince Ferdinand wished, said the messenger, 
to meet him face to face and show how deeply he appreciated Gor- 
do’s administration of the city during these trying times. 

Gordo, sensing another chain of office to hang on liis shoulders, 
complied at once. To his surprise he was told by a lackey at the 
gate tliat tliis was not to be a public audience; Prince Ferdinand 
would meet him alone in his private apartments, a signal honor. Gor- 
do’s chest swelled out like a pouter pigeon’s with pride. He was a 
Jewish convert, a New Christian. Well might he be proud. Ferdi- 
nand was notorious for his aversion to them. 

In tlie private apartment he looked around, bewildered. It was 
absolutely silent and empty. Then from behind an arras there 
stepijed a priest, and from another, a public executioner, Saragossa’s 
official hangman. Then Ferdinand walked through the door. 

“I regret the necessity of this summary procedure.” Ferdinand 
smiled. “Kindly confess your crimes to the padi-e here, before I 
judge you, lest you leave this life witii your sins stiU black on your 
soul.” 

Gordo screamed and began to run. The hangman struck him down 
from behind with a small hand axe. 

"I knew he was a Jew at heart,” Ferdinand said to the priest. “He 
didn’t confess a word.” 

The body was exposed in the public market all next day. There 
was far less disorder in Saragossa after that; and then, having spent 
his rage in a whirlwind bout of blood and lust, Ferdinand returned 
to Castile. 

If Isabella had been nothing but a farmer’s vnfe and her husband 
a mere peasant, all the neighbors for miles around would have been 
gossiping about her troubles, since nothing is ever quite so fasci- 
nating as other people’s private affairs. Since she was queen and Fer- 
dinand king tire gossip reached national proportions. 

“How will she receive him?” Cabrera asked anxiously. “And do 
stop crying, Beatriz. I haven’t got any bastard sons up my sleeve!” 

“How can I be sure!” Beatriz snapped. Her eyes were swollen and 
red. ■ 

“Tliis isn’t a bit good for the state, you know. As if we were not 
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akeady disastrously dividedl lf sovereigns cannot live in unity how 
can you expect tlie nation to? Now there will be a Ferdinand-f action 
and an Isabella-f action, added to all the other factions.” 

“Oh no, there won’t! You do not know Isabella. How will she re- 
ceive him? She will receive him like a queen. That is tlie only way 
to curb the brute!” 

Tight-lipped and dry-eyed, but sickly pale, Isabella had been in 
conference for several days with the best legal minds and the most 
loyal grandees of her following, noble, civil and ecclesiastic. Every- 
one knew the personal affront she had suffered. Not once did she 
mention it. Since she must live for Spain she resolved to make Spain 
worth Living for, for every Spaniard, and for Ferdinand. Beatriz 
warning had strack deep into her heart; How will he value you if 
you lose? 

Ferdinand was not prepared for the kind of reception he received. 
Having vented his spleen, he was in a sober, defensive mood, witli 
the text on his lips that a man should be master in his own house. 

She received him seated on a throne in the great hall of tlie castle, 
with a jeweled tiara on her curls, surrounded by a brilliant assembly 
of the most powerful aristocracy of Castile. Her pallor heightened 
her beauty; her slender figure seemed almost transfigured in the 
midst of her retainers; power like a visible glow seemed to flow from 
her to them and from them to her. It struck him with palpable hum- 
bling force that this beautiful, regal woman was his wife, round 
whom now centered the ancient majesty of Castile, tierra de cantos 
y santos. He noted with a start that Cardinal Mendoza was there. 
How had she charmed him over to her side? Their faces were grave, 
but not hostile. Suddenly he felt as if he were on trial. 

Yet Isabella wore his ring; Isabella wore liis necklace. She wore his 
cross. If he was on trial the judge at least was friendly. 

She rose to greet him and extended her hand, but did not ad- 
vance. He found himself mounting the dais, kneeling, kissing her 
hand. Instinctively he had performed the act of homage. Later, to 
his astonishment, he discovered that that was exactly what had been 
expected of him as Consort of the Queen Proprietress of Castile. 
Then, on an impulse, he kissed her cheek, it looked so pale. Isabella 
colored slightly, and the cheer that went up from the crowded hall 
was not tlie cold formal shout of acceptance that it might have been 
if he had not made his little husbandly gesture. 

Isabella held his hand as he seated himself in the vacant tlirone 



that stood beside her owii. Over all the objections of the College of 
Heralds she had insisted that it be exactly on a level witli her own, 
though Castilian ti'adition demanded that the throne of a consort 
should stand a good thi*ee inches lower than the sovereign’s. It felt 
very good, Ferdinand tliought. • 

Good, too, it was to henr the shouts, “Castile for Don Ferdinand, 
Castilla por El Rey, for the king, por los reyes, for our sovereigns!” 
He was King of Castile. 

Then, beginning witli Cardinal Mendoza, the great lords knelt and 
kissed his hand, swearing their allegiance to him. These stony-proud 
Castilians at his feet! At that moment, with all the temperance of 
his nature, which, like the submerged portion of an iceberg, con- 
stituted eight-ninths of it, he greatly regretted some of his recent 
behavior in Aragon, particularly the nonsense with Alonzo’s govern- 
ess. 

Isabella, with a thoroughness that amazed him— he was always dis- 
covering new sides to his wife— had fortified herself for a far more 
drastic rift than now actually developed. Her lawyers had prepared 
masterful defenses for every one of the provisions of their marriage 
conhact and demonstrated for the benefit of Ms essentially practical 
mind how they did not degrade Mm but, on the contrary, actually 
worked for Ms advantage as well as for hers, and above all for the 
good of a united Spain. As for bearing the naked sword of justice in 
front of a mere woman, a detail about wMch he was known to have 
raged, did he wish the disorderly conditions of Henry’s reign to con- 
tinue into his own? In a realm where aU decrees were to be signed 
jointly by Ferdinand and Isabella, lo El Rey, lo La Reyna, did he 
not wish Ms decrees to be received with some weight? 

If Isabella could not bewitch Mm, and she had no hope that she 
could, she had had faith tliat she coMd persuade Mm. She succeeded 
in doing both. 

“Now,” said Cabrera, breathing a sigh of relief, “she can put him 
to work. There is fighting aplenty for him.” 

“Maybe he isn’t all brute,” Beatriz conceded grudgingly. 

In the intimacy that followed, born of Isabella’s pent-up yearning, 
born of Ferdinand’s heavy conscience and disgust that he had ever 
neglected her for Alonzo’s governess, Ferdinand said, “I am sorry 
that I had to stay so long in Aragon.” 

“You were fighting in a noble cause,” Isabella said. “I was with 
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you every minute.” He laiew what she meant, but. it made him un- 
comfortable. Some of those minutes especially. 

She did not mention Alonzo, but Ferdinand felt he had to. “I didn’t 
even know you when I knew the lad’s mother. I had to acknowledge 
him some day, you know. That s only fair.” 

“I did not reproach you, my dear.” 

,He wished she had. He could have asserted the ancient right of 
princes to shay. She stole his thunder. 

“How did you manage to gain Cardinal Mendoza? Isabella, my 
little statesman, that was the master stroke!” 

“He came of his own accord. Henry wouldn’t acknowledge La 
Beltraneja even on his deathbed, and Mendoza just couldn’t stomach 
her claim. Do you know what is going to happen to La Beltraneja 
now?” 

“I have been very busy,” Ferdinand said. “Out of touch. What? A 
nunnery?” 

“She is going to many King Alfonso of Portugal.” 

“Oh, nor Ferdinand laughed. His laugh and their intimate talks 
once again made Isabella’s heart sing. “But I’m afraid that’s going to 
prove awkward, my dear,” he said soberly on second thought. 

“It is. Louis of France won’t recognize you and me; he’s backing 
La Beltraneja. Mendoza thinks we’re going to have a war on two 
fronts; Portugal and France. Poor Henry! He could so easily have 
avoided a War of Succession. Oh my dear, my dear, I am glad you 
have returned to me. There is so much to do! We can only do it 
together.” 

Ferdinand said softly, with relish, “lo El Key, lo La Reyna!” 
It pleased him that Castilian etiquette placed lo El Rey, I the King, 
first, even though the Idng might be only a consort. 

“Why wasn’t Cairiilo here?” he asked. “Making gold?” 

“I hope that’s all it is.” 

“Or jealous of the Cardinal?” 

“I’m afraid so.” 

“That is bad, that is bad,” Ferdinand said. “Now we shall surely 
lose him. But it won’t matter; I won’t let it. I promise.” 

Isabella too was almost convinced that her old friend, who had 
publicly snubbed her at Ferdinand’s reception, would now perma- 
nently align himself with her enemies. But it was good to see Ferdi- 
nand’s face light up as he talked of their future together. This was as 
she had first known him and she was happy as she had not been 
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since the early days of her marriage, which seemed long ago. Ferdi- 
nand, too, was happy, for now he had a hand in the administration 
of a kingdom greater than Aragon. 

“But our realm of Castile—” he always said “our”— “is unconscion- 
ably disorderly. You rode in procession behind tlie unsheathed sword 
of justice. Use it!” 

“I intend to. In my own way.” 

“I had a similar situation in Aragon. There was a crypto- Jew in 
power in Saragossa— ” 

“I heard about the death of Ximenes Gordo, Ferdinand.” Her tone 
did not imply approval, but she was careful not to precipitate an 
argument. 

“Murders were being committed in broad daylight, streets were 
unsafe, shops were being looted, corruption was everywhere. But 
here in Castile tlie condition is nation-wide. Force is necessary, Isa- 
bella.” 

“Force will be applied. But not yours and mine, or our people will 
call it judicial murder, murder without even a show of trial. They 
will say we have begun our reign with bloody hands. We will not 
permit that,” and it was difficult to tell whether Isabella was using 
the royal “we,” which would mean only herself, or the plural “we,” 
which would include Ferdinand. He was reminded that she was the 
sovereign, he only the consort. 

“What do we plan to do about itP” he asked, stressing the pronoun 
a little sarcastically. 

There was an old Castilian institution, Isabella told him, formed 
in a similar time of troubles to keep order in Castile. It was called 
the Santa Hermandad, the Holy Brotherhood. 

Ferdinand broke into a smile. “Like my Inquisition? You are pro- 
gressive!” 

It was not like the Inquisition at aU, Isabella said. It was a body 
of civil volunteers, recruited from the people themselves, to keep 
order among themselves. Originally these local policemen had 
served without pay. 

“But I do not believe the Hermandad can be re-established on a 
payless basis nowadays,” Isabella said practically. 

“Neither do I,” Ferdinand agreed gloomily. “That eliminates your 
Holy Brotherhood, I suppose.” 

,, ^ .. 

There was a way to pay them. 
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Isabella summoned in Cortes the representatives of all the cities 
tliat would obey her and Ferdinand. She proposed that the Santa 
Hermandad be reconstituted, not as isolated independent units but 
as a national police force under the single authority of a captain gen- 
eral appointed by the crown. And her method of payment was sim- 
ple: only those towns which contributed to a small tax for the 
maintenance of the police would receive police protection. The 
Cortes approved the measure overwhelmingly. It was the first of her 
broad-visioned reforms, and because it was simple it worked. And 
because the Hermandad’s authority came from the people them- 
selves, the people did not complain that its methods were sometimes 
cruel. 

“Whom wiU we make our captain general?” Ferdinand asked. 

“Would you like the post?” 

“No, no, I do not tliink so.” 

In politics at least tliey thought alike. 

“I do not either. The Hermandad is a plebeian force. The King of 
Spain is not common-born. The captain general ought to be of the 
people.” 

Ferdinand smiled a suggestion, “Isabella—?” 

“Yes?” 

“Would you take my bastard half-brother, the Duke of Villaher- 
mosa? He's an honest and able administrator.” 

Isabella laughed; Ferdinand breatlied a little easier to hear her 
able to laugh at bastardy. “He is most certainly of the people,” she 
agreed. “I think he will be an excellent choice. And it will introduce 
some more Aragonians into our realm of Castile, and stupid people 
will stop saying tliat Aragonians ai-e foreigners. Our people must 
learn to say Spain, not Castile, not Aragon.” 

The handsome, dashing Duke of Villahermosa proved popular and 
did an efficient job considering the turmoil, domestic and foreign, 
that plagued the kingdom. Everywhere that the Hermandad oper- 
ated crime abated, for the criminal was given short .shrift. The mild- 
est penalty for first ofienders was the loss of some member: nose, 
hand, foot, ears. Second offenders were lashed to the nearest tree 
and shot to death with arrows. Isabella’s sword of justice was proving 
sharp, sharp as it had looked on the day of her coronation. But it 
was wielded by the people themselves. 

As domestic conditions improved, in the palace and in the na- 
tion, foreign affairs marched rapidly toward utter disaster. 



Alfonso of Portugal invaded from the west. Forty miles inside the 
border he waited in Plasencia, where he was joined by the young 
Marques of Viilena, who rode from his city of Madrid with all his 
vassals. With Villena was La Beltraneja and her mother Queen 
Juana, whose beauty was faded but not her ambition. 

In Plasencia, on a hastily erected platform, tlie portly white-haired 
king solemnly married his thirteen-year-old niece, to the wild ac- 
clamation of all the enemies of Ferdinand and Isabella: “Long live 
the King of Castile! Long live the Queen of Castile!” For, according 
to their lights, La Beltraneja was Henry’s heiress and carried with 
her the sovereignty of the kingdom. Thus there were now two kings, 
two queens in the ancient land tliat was shaped like a shield to de- 
fend Christian Emupe. 

Down in the south the Moors of Granada stirred, and erupted 
over their mountain border, capturing a few towns and filling their 
dungeons witli prisoners, their palaces with slaves. 

Nordi of the Pyrenees, tongue in cheek, Louis of France sent a 
letter of congratulation to the newlyweds, whom he addressed as 
“Most High and Mighty, True and Rightful Sovereigns of Portugal, 
Africa, Castile and Le6n.” Then his armies invaded Guipuzooa, 
nortliemmost province of Castile. 

But there was more and worse. Archbishop Carrillo defected. Isa- 
bella wept bitterly when she heard that he, with two thousand 
armed men, had gone over to Portugal’s side and made his oath of 
homage to Alfonso and La Beltraneja. 

Isabella did not weep easily, as Ferdinand knew; but her tears 
seemed not too unnatural, considering her fondness for the friend 
and protector of her childhood. But her fits of weeping continued. 
nervously, uncontrollably. 

“My dear, tilings are bad, but not irretrievable. This is not like 
you. Carrillo isn’t worth a single sigh, far less this flood of tears. Hell 
pay his troops in magic money, it will crumble to dust, and they’ll all 
desert. Come, come! Stick up your pretty chin, the way you always 
do!” He clenched his big fist and gave it a mock little blow, till up it 
came and she looked him in the eye. 

“Ferdinand, you wanted a prince?” 

His eyebrows rose a fraction of an inch in wonderment. 

She hid her face on his shoulder. “Let us pray God to make it a 
prince this time.” 

He folded her in his arms. 


HAD liERDINAND BEEN IN A TEMPEKATE, LOGICAL MOOD HE WOXILD 

have realized tliat the mathematical probabilities weighed against 
Castile, and given up. But his conscience smarted sorely and he felt 
the need of a quick dramatic victory to justify himself in Isabella’s 
eyes and restore in his own his habitual smugness. Thus he grew 
rash. 

Isabella, by contrast, cared notliing for mathematical probabilities. 
Her heart was JBUed with the steady glow of faith in the rightness of 
her cause; no room was left for intellectual subtleties. Chroniclers in 
monasteries, penning her astonishing achievements of the next few 
weary, disastrous months, did not hesitate to call her a living saint. 
She was not logical, but her exploits were magnificent. 

Money, troops, and above all a spirit of resistance were required 
to beat back the Portuguese and the French, diflBcult things to con- 
jure out of a country made cynical by years of corruption, poor, and 
so tired of war that men were ready to purchase peace at almost 
any price. There is a seductive security in slavery. 

The highway for invasion from the west to tlie most populous area 
of Castile lay through the valley of the Duero. Hence Isabella es- 
tablished her headquarters at Tordesillas, a town squarely blocking 
that highway. It was winter, and fat, old Alfonso, dallying with his 
child bride at Plasencia, went into winter quarters, as was customary 
in war, confident that Isabella would make no move till spring. 

Isabella disregarded the season. She disregarded her jihysicai con- 
dition, which made horseback riding, with its daylong jolting, dis- 
tressing in the early stages of her pregnancy and acutely painful in 
her latter months. She disregarded everything but Spain. 

Ferdinand protested. The green flecks in her eyes blazed. “I must 
do what I must do, and so must you,” she said, 

“At least take your ladies in waiting.” 
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“They would delay me.” 

“Then take me.” 

“You too must raise money, men, provisions, guns. Separately we 
can cover tvvdce tlie territoiy and double our harvest of materiel.” 

“Tliis isn’t proper at alll” 

“Neither is the invasion of Castile!” she silenced him. 

By-passing enemy towns, she entered every place that would open 
its gates to her, wringing promises of troops from the lords of the 
cities, promises of money from the municipal heasurers, and buying 
supplies from the merchants. For Spain she could haggle like a fish- 
■wife. No hamlet was too small to be worth a stop for a public appeal 
in the marketplace if it could supply four or five mounted men, a 
handful of foot soldiers or a peasant with a crossbow. No friendly 
cit/ was too large if a cannon or two could be coaxed off its walls. 
Slowly, under the persuasion of her prayers, her pleading and tlie 
eloquence with which she stressed the peril that faced them, an anny 
began to grow in her ti-ain. 

Ferdinand was less successful, though he tried hard, for even in 
deadly danger Castilian pride was slow to accept a foreigner. Hear- 
ing of Isabella’s growing forces, piqued that a mere woman could 
do better tlian he, he threw open the jails for any petty malefactors 
who chose to win pardon by volunteering to serve under him. And 
then he had an army indeed! When he joined his forces with Isa- 
bella’s in tire spring she looked aghast at his shuffling assembly of 
crop-eared, slit-nosed ne’er-do- weUs. “It was not a time to be choosy,” 
he said. “I had to do what I had to do. You said so yourself. How are 
you, my dear?” 

“I am well,” she said. But her haggard cheeks and dead-tired eyes 
belied her brave words. 

“Isabella, I forbid you to ride any more! You have accomplished 
miracles. No one is quicker to give credit when credit is due than 1. 
But enough is enough. For the sake of the prince, you must rest; 
rest here in Tordesillas, and leave the rest of the war to me.” 

“I’m afraid I really must, Ferdinand.” 

He had expected less ready an acquiescence. In her such a symp- 
tom was alarming. More than ever he resolved on a quick victory. 

Sensing liis impatience she warned, “A two-front war may be long, 
trying the patience of tlie troops. You must drill them, Ferdinand, 
diat they may be reshained in their victories, high in resolve if vic- 
tories elude them at first.” That was as close as she came to reproach- 
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ing him for die raw, undisciplined condition of his troops or voicing 
her doubt of tiieir effectiveness. 

He patted her shoulder. “You agreed to leave the rest of the war 
to me.” 

Isabella sighed. And yet, she reflected, she had no r(fin,son to doubt 
her husband’s prowess in war. His record was long and brilliant, 

“First I will squash this fat, incestuous worm of an Alfonsol Traitor- 
ous Toro, which opened its gates to him, shall be given some salutary 
lessons in hanging.” 

The Castilian city of Toro, on the river that lay Hke a highway to 
invasion, had declared for Portugal. Thither Alfonso had retired witli 
his bride to spearhead and consolidate the conquest. 

“Hang only tlie traitorous leaders, Ferdinand.” 

“Why, of course, you silly goose! You don’t make a martyr of a 
sheep when you can hang a scapegoat. What odd notions you have 
nowadays.” He kissed her cheek. “Never mind. I know why. God bless 
you, and keep you off horses. The good Lord is probably the only 
one who can. A cushioned litter is the safest thing for yon for a while, 
IsabeUa.” 

“I will not be carried about like an old woman or an invalid! There 
is nothing abnormal or sick in having a baby.” 

“Then at least ride a slow-gaited, comfortable mule.” 

“Oh very well,” she promised. 

But she was ill at ease when he bade her good-bye that same week, 
after only a few casual hours of drilling with the troops, most of 
whom were more skilled with a dagger at night than with a sword 
in the daylight of battle, more accustomed to inflict wounds from 
behind than before. 

“I have promised them the spoils of Toro!” he said as he led them 
away. “That is all the training tliey need.” 

She hoped he was right. But she wished he had taken the artillery 
her loyal cities had given her. But Ferdinand complained that the 
cumbersome pieces would only delay him and that powder was 
scarce and extremely expensive, a fact which she could not deny. 
Cabrera’s coffers in Segovia had never been lower, not even in King 
Henry’s reign. Dutifully, weekly, the treasurer sent her reports of her 
dwindling resources. It had been diflScult enough to collect taxes in 
peacetime; with the country invaded on two fronts it was virtually 
impossible. Some money indeed continued to trickle in from Don 
Abraham Senior, Grand Kabbi and Collector-General of the Taxes 



of Castile, a wizard at finartce and a loyal supporter. But from 
Andalusia, always chaotic with private war and now terrorized by 
the menacing attitude of the Moors, notlnng could be collected at 
all. 

At the sight of the walls of Toro, the last of Ferdinand’s ill- 
founded mood of victory evaporated. Once parted from Isabella he 
recognized the true character of his shabby troops. Toro was half- 
surrounded by the Duero, a natural and impregnable water defense. 
The battlements on tlie land side were sheer; he saw at a glance 
that liis coterie of jailbirds could never scale tliem. Isabella’s better 
troops veiy probably could. But even if they should sacrifice them- 
selves to the last man, would his tatterdemalions follow them up 
the dizzy ladders and complete the job? He very much doubted it. 
All the temperance of his cautious nature now reasserted itself, and 
he sent back a flying herald for artillery, powder and shot, witli or- 
ders to buy them even if Cabrera had to empty the royal coffers. 
He was convinced, he said, that Cabrera had more in reserve than 
the startlingly small funds he would admit to. He had deceived King 
Henry. Very likely he was deceiving King Ferdinand and Queen 
Isabella also by some new Jewish hick. 

Meanwhile he sent a courier with a flag of truce to the great gate 
of Toro with a personal proposal for King Alfonso which, he said, 
.should prove a great boon to both Portugal and Castile, since it 
would save countless lives and end the war in accordance with tra- 
ditional canons of cliivalry, which kings still pretended to beHeve 
could declare the divine will of God. AKon.so courteously admitted 
the messenger and, flushing an apoplectic red to the roots of his tliiu 
white hair, he read Ferdinand’s invitation to personal battle! Which- 
ever won would win tlie war. 

“He’s more slippery than my good friend King Louis of France!” 
Alfonso cvi'ied in dismay. He called his advisors around him and 
begged them to find a way out of the difficulty, and above all not to 
let his bride know that he did not feel quite up to a duel with the 
lean and fit young King of Castile. 

Yet neither could he refuse. 

On the advice of his ministers he sent back the herald with a reply 
that he was willing to meet Ferdinand at any time, but that Ferdi- 
nand must agree to an exchange of hostages. “For I doubt not,” 
Alfonso said, in a vein that was intended to insult but actually paid 



higb tribute to Isabella, "that when I kill Your Aragoman Highness 
your wife wiU sdll continue the war, without you, and in defiance 
of the manifest will of the God of Battles.” 

Ferdinand grinned. He would be happy to exchange hostages, he 
replied, 

Alfonso’s next herald named them: tlieir queens. Isabella for La 
Beltranejal It was Ferdinand’s turn to flush beet-red with fury. 
“Isabella will be most courteously cared for,” Alfonso’s message ran 
smoothly. “Dona Beatrix of Portugal, her maternal aunt whom she 
has not seen since the days of her early youth, wiU welcome her 
into her own house and see to her every comfort with love and 
affection. As for my own queen, I know tliat you will treat her with 
distinction.” 

When his rage had abated Ferdinand replied with icy correctness 
that Queen Isabella’s condition did not permit her to travel. He 
would send, however, his daughter the Infanta as hostage. 

Alfonso refused the Infanta, and there the tragi-comedy ended. 
The negotiations had consumed many days. The war continued and 
Ferdinand settled down for a protracted siege, with hoops unpaid 
and supplies running low. Every day came discouraging word of 
the leisurely depredations committed by the French, who were al- 
most unopposed in the north. Isabella wrote that the guns and pow- 
der could be procured, not to lose heart; the only obstacle was now 
the rains, which had caused many washouts on tiie roads. She was 
having tliem repaired. 

She was having them repaired indeedl She was personally super- 
vising the transport of the guns, exhorting the workmen to speed 
their efforts, on horseback from morning till night. They labored 
like Guinea slaves for her, but before the work could be finished she 
returned to Tordesillas in a cold panic of physical fear. 

There she miscarried. She swore the surgeon to secrecy, not to tell 
Ferdinand that it would have been a boy, the prince he had longed 
for, demanded. The surgeon kept his word, but of course Ferdinand 
found out. 

At once he abandoned the siege of Toro. His mutinous troops had 
long since abandoned it, straggling off in the night, deserting by twos 
and threes and tlien by the score, muttering curses against the for- 
eigner who never had paid them and now would not even feed 
them. Many went over to Portugal; many joined the private armies 
of robber barons whose dark easBes infested the liilis; many turned 

[174] 



outlaw, terrorizing the roads and pillaging the countiyside. The 
Hermandad was busy hunting them down for months, till a man 
could not travel a league without becoming accustomed to the sight 
of corpses pincushioned witli arrows, rotting, lashed to trees. 

“I told you, I implored you, not to ride,” Ferdinand reproached 
her, “Nay, I commanded you.” 

The green smouldered ominously in Isabella’s eyes. One did not 
command the Queen of Castile, not even the King Consort. But she 
held her peace. 

“A princel” he muttered gloomily, “A King of Spain! You foolish, 
foolish woman. I do not deny it was intrepid. But it was mad, mad.” 

“There will be no Spain if we do not conquer Toro,” she said; 
and then, more gently, laying her hand in his, “Perhaps God will send 
us another, to take the place of our Httle lost prince.” It was more of 
a prayer to Ferdinand, pleading with him not to withdraw from her 
as he had done after the birth of their Infanta, tlian a prayer to God. 

“Perhaps,” Ferdinand said. 

Then, in tlie very midnight of their fortunes, help came like a 
miracle from an unexpected quarter. 

Cardinal Mendoza performed the most extraordinary Act of Faith 
in his long ecclesiastical career, an act of faitli in a mortal. All Europe 
buzzed with it. Nothing like it had ever been recorded in Christian 
history since the Cinsades. 


18 


“this land of CASTILE,” KING FEBDINAND MUSED, NOT VISRY HAPPILY BE- 
cause it was ail so illogical, “is most difficult to understand.” Here was 
a land that had bred a Carrillo, the archbishop who Med to get 
something for nothing, tried to make gold. This same strange land, 
however, where nothing came in half-measure, had also bred a Men- 
doza, the cardinal who now poured the treasures of the Church into 
Isabella’s lap in one tremendous, iinasked-for, unexpected heap. 
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Knowing liow poor she was, he approached her with the offer of a 
loan. Not of money; indeed the church was as pinched in its purse 
as the state. But of silver and gold to melt down into money. The 
term: three years. The interest: none. The security: her bare word. 

“This act is unprecedented. Your Eminence,” Isabella said. She was 
aw'ed, humbled, but uplifted and encouraged beyond measure. 

The cardinal replied that the peril of the times, too, was of an un- 
precedented character, and the menace of the Moors, the Portu- 
guese and the French combined could be met in no other way. For 
if Cliristian foes should mortally weaken Spain the infidels of the 
south would resume tlieir march up the peninsula towards the north- 
ern nations, sweep over the Pyrenees and capture, perhaps, the 
whole of Christian Europe as once they had nearly succeeded in 
doing. From Valladolid to Paris, from Paris to London, from London 
to Scandinavia, like a river growing in volume, die hordes of Mo- 
hammedans would sheam up in an overwhelming tide; and every- 
where before them the Cross would go down before the Crescent. 
Simultaneously in tlie Eastern world the conquering Turks, already 
embarked on a wild and seemingly unstoppable wave of conquest, 
would march upon Poland, Austria, Hungary, Italy, the Holy Roman 
Empire, eventually to join their Moslem brethren tlie Moors, blot- 
ting out Christendom from the face of the earth. In the face of utter 
extinction, what, asked Cardinal Mendoza, would it profit the 
Church if she hoarded her treasures and lost her soul? The silver 
and gold that he offered was the talent buried in the earth. It was 
time to dig it up and put it to use. Gods use. And, incidentally, 
Spain’s; since only with the invaders thrust back and Lsabella firmly 
on the throne of her ancestors would peace and prosperity return. 

Had she accepted immediately he would have been pleased. Since 
.she hesitated he was delighted, confirmed in his faith in her. 

“It is an act of great daring. Your Eminence. It is also, as I see it, 
somewhat arbitrary. Not all of your clergy will co-operate. Some 
may even bury their treasures.” 

“I have the authority.” 

So had Isabella authority for punishing malefactors. But she had 
used the authority of the Hermandad. 

“Would it not be equally wise to convoke the bishops, archbishops, 
abbots, priors, and ask them for their vote? Then if they decide to 
help me—” 



“They will. Your Highness. Not for a Henry. But for an Isabella, 
yes!” 

“—then the opinion of their peers will be against any reluctant 
prelates, and none of them will dare bury their treasures, and your 
measure will be universally effective.” 

The cardinal smiled broadly. “I was not deceived in my estimate 
of Your Higimess. A Convocation will certainly take some of the sting 
out of the procedure, and relieve me from bearing the burden alone.” 
She could mingle kindness with consummate statecraft, he learned. 

The Convocation assembled. Dissident voices— for there were a 
few just as Isabella had foreseen— fell silent, shamed by then- 
brethren of broader vision and greater faith. And the very ones who 
might have hidden their treasures were the ones who were most 
frightened by the picture of Europe in peril, when once they clearly 
understood it; and they were the ones who came forward with even 
more than the cardinal requested, which was one-half of ah the ob- 
jects of silver and gold that had been accumulating for centuries in 
every church in Castile. The unprecedented action was taken, the 
unprecedented vote was cast. It was almost unanimously favorable 
to the queen. Carrillo voted against it by proxy, being at Toro with 
the King of Portugal. 

The result was a great outpouring of crosses, ciboria, platens, 
chalices, aspergilla, pyxes, crosiers, vessels for holy water, vessels 
for holy oil, baptismal ewers, and all the costly and beautiful Cliris- 
tian things that the Chuarch had elaborated during the course of cen- 
turies of growth to enrich and dignify Christian worship. Many 
were of venerable age and irreplaceable artistry. Ruthlessly they 
were melted down to make gold and silver Castilian coins. If they 
were the purest, most honest and fuUest weight that had ever been 
minted, they were merely consistent with the history of the metals 
of which they were so strangely and wonderfully made. 

To fjrotect tlie new coinage Ferdinand and Isabella issued at once 
a pragmatica, a royal decree without parliamentary sanction, re- 
stricting the coinage of the realm to the sovereigns alone, a drastic 
and daring step. Other European rulers, who claimed tlie same right 
of edict by fiat, wished that tlieirs could be obeyed as dioroughly 
as the young Spanish queen's. With some embarrassment their chan- 
cellors pointed out that Isabella had somehow managed to win over 
both the people and the Church to her side. How else, by one sweep- 
ing autocratic act, would she dare to deprive scores of feudal gran- 
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dees of tlieir hoary right to mint and debase their own baronial 
coins? 

The answer, like all of the answers to Isabella’s challenging acts, 
was simple. Her people s representatives, tlie Hermanclad, and her 
clergy, in Convocation, had backed her. There were only five au- 
thorized mints in Castile now, and they were all royal mints. The 
stately hee of royal authority, withered and diseased in the past, 
had taken on new strength and was growing. The wind of war still 
lashed it, but its roots were firm, for now diey struck deep into tlie 
hard Castilian soil and drew their sustenance from the people. Thus 
from die heart of the shield-shaped land, where the queen had be- 
gun her work, the nation began to grow strong, though the edges 
were stiU weak with foreign and domestic strife. 

The solid new coins brought immediate changes in the army. The 
troops were paid; a better class of fighting men presented themselves 
to enlist in the forces of the queen, la reyna. But she would not 
suffer that term to gain currency. It was the army of los reyes, she 
decreed, the Army of die Sovereigns, whose titles were coupled on 
every royal writ, lo El Rey, lo La Reyna, and whose throne was 
jointly shared. In time, she knew, everyone would get used to it. 

She purchased more guns, powder, shot, buying only those that 
could fire farthest and fastest. Artillery was Ferdinand’s special field, 
but the purse strings were hers; he watched liis wife add a com- 
petent understanding of ballistics to her accomplishments. Grudg- 
ingly, for he was still moody over the loss of die prince, he came to 
admit tiiat a woman could become expert at somediing bigger than 
sewing buttons on shirts. 

Metal foundries sprang up around Valladohd. The air was full of 
the martial music of hammer on steel as weapons and armor multi- 
plied. Isabella broke all the rules of Castilian etiquette drat pre- 
scribed a certain distance from the common people, walking among 
die forges, touching with her finger a spear point some sweaty crafts- 
man would say was especially sharp, handling an unfinished sword, 
inspecting a granite rock diat a mason was chipping into a cannon 
ball. To Ferdinand this was unladylike behavior and he reproached 
her with it, but the workmen worshipped her. “I do not believe I 
demean myself by watcliing over the weapons that mean life to 
Spain,” she said, “or the Spaniards who make them. Precious reli- 
quaries were destroyed to pay for diese things.” 
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“You’re certainly getting your moneys worth,” Ferdinand said. 
Never had he seen men work so hard. 

She purchased food for men, fodder for beasts, warhorses, pack 
mules. She rode indefatigably inspecting the roads. Her interest in 
roads amounted to a passion, since her failure to get die guns to 
Toro In time. 

“Is there blood of some old Roman road builder in the House of 
Trastamara?” Ferdinand smiled. 

The tiring work exhilarated her. She laughed more. “The blood of 
Trastamara is mry mixed, Tm afraid,” she said. Isabella was always 
in good humor when she could joke about the illegitimate origin of 
her House, though the scandal was now a hundi-ed years old. 

By the winter of 1475, five months after the failure at Toro, Ferdi- 
nand and Isabella had a superbly equipped army of 15,000 picked 
men, fewer in number but vastly superior to the one that had disinte- 
grated in the spring. 

There was a change in the temper of cities and men also. The 
little town of Villena, from which the marquisate took its name, re- 
volted against the young Marques, declaring for Isabella. She ac- 
cepted its homage at once, riding there to receive tlie oatli in person 
from the governor of the alcazar, wearing a crown and an ermine 
robe for the occasion, as dazzlingly beautiful in her gown of state as 
she had been earthy and practical among the forges. Then prudently 
she salted the garrison of the place with some of her most trusted 
officers. 

In Madrid the loss of tlie smallest, but first, of the great estates of 
liis House, proved a great worry to tlie slipxiery young Marques. In 
a changing world was he not, perhaps, serving tlie wrong master? 
Queen Juana, Henry’s widow, La Beltraneja’s mother, who had long 
been his guest, reproached him, “You could recapture your town 
of Villena in a day if you’d spend less time hunting.” 

“Madame,” he replied with the elegant sarcasm of his father, “I 
believe I have come to love hunting ahiiost as much as I love beauty,” 
and he placed the faded belle in protective custody, wrapping the 
bars at her windows with beautiful red velvet. 

Good maps, large and clear, were a tool of war that Isabella de- 
manded; and when some detail was obscure she sent out scouts to 
survey the xilace. Long into the winter nights she and Ferdinand 
pored over these maps by lamplight, sitting in armor, she as well as 
he, after an inspection of tlie troops where they always appeared 
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together. Red lines on iRe maps spidered out towards Portugal where 
the roads had been smoothed for the passage of men, horses, mu- 
nitions wagons, guns. Around Toro the line was especially broad and 
heaw. 

Togetlier tliey planned, together thought, prayed, schemed, neg- 
lecting no detail of the campaign they would launch in tlie spring. 
Their minds worked smoothly, remarkably in accord, suggesting al- 
most in tiie same breath a feint against Portugal that would disrapt 
AHonso’s rear, and approving Gonsalvo de Cordoba for the venture. 

“This time your wife will get you your guns,” Isabella promised 
him smiling warmly. She had thought they were growing closer 
again. It was a long time since he had referred to her miscarriage. 

“From the appearance of the map their safe transport would in- 
deed seem to be certain,” Ferdinand said, tracing tlie red line witli 
his big hard finger, not looking at her. 

She remembered wearily that it was a long time, too, since he had 
referred to the possibility of another prince. The ice in him was 
still uppermost. Yet his tone had not been harsh. Just businesslike. 
Sometimes when she was tired the little iron cross seemed mysteii- 
ously to have grown heavier, but tliat of course .she knew, was noth- 
ing but an illusion brought on by fatigue, 

“Everything is easy when you have money.” He .shrugged. “Remem- 
ber that I had none the first time at Toro. Your treasurer, that Jew 
Cabrera— well, never mind.” 

“He accounted for every maravedil” Isabella said witli spirit. “You 
looked at his books for days after Toro.” 

“One set, anyhow,” 

“Oh Ferdinand, Ferdinand. Can’t you tell when people love you 
and trust you? I can. I feel it.” 

He patted her shoulder politely. 

Queen Juana in her velvet jail was frightened, angiy and bored. 
Intimate knowledge of many men had trained her to know when 
her charms had ceased to charm. In addition, she sensed a change 
in the political wind; young ViUena would swivel with it like a 
weathercock. Already her status had slipped from honored guest to 
protective custody. Soon she would become an, impossible political 
burden and finally a prisoner of war, if Ferdinand and Isabella’s 
X^rogress to power continued. In her mind’s eye she pictured herself 
shut up in a drab, narrow cell of some nunnery-~it would be under 

[iSo] 



a strict Rule, too, if slie knew Isabellal'-cloistered away from the 
world she had loved, and in which she had loved so widely, im- 
prisoned for the rest of her life, which would not be worth living. 
But in Portugal she would be free. 

The gloomy forests around Madrid moaned in the winter winds, 
the sad sound breathing through die mocking velvet bars. She cursed 
King tienry, she cursed Villena, she even cursed Don Belhan de 
la Cueva, who had deserted her for Isabella, Isabella the untouch- 
able! She cursed all men and could not look in her mirror, ate httle, 
she who had loved to eat and drink, and longed for her daughter, 
who was now Alfonso’s queen. She wrote long letters to La Bel- 
traneja, advising her tenderly with the wisdom of hindsight how to 
be a good and virtuous wife. But La Beltraneja never answered and 
Queen Juana wondered whether Villena had not burned the letters. 
Probably, since he was wavering, waiting to see who would win 
before he threw Ins weight to one side or the other. Sometimes from 
her window she would see him riding off with his men. But they 
were all in hunting costume. He was not taking sides now; tlie House 
of Villena was observing a strict and impartial neutrality. She won- 
dered how many other powerful grandees were doing the same. 
Probably many. 

In her boredom and loneliness she observed that her only attend- 
ant, the jailor who brought her her meals, was handsome in a dull, 
brutish way, and far too young to have learned very much. In a 
moment of inspiration she realized that here was the key to her 
jail, here was the magic carpet tliat would whisk her through the 
velvet bars, over the moaning forests to Portugal. Tlnough this 
stupid peasant she would smile her way to freedom. 

One did not approach such a confederate with subtlety, however. 
She dipped deep into the rouge pots; her mouth glistened wet and 
red. Her mirror chuTuped, “Not bad, not bad! Good enough for 
better than he.” 

“Sit down and sup with me,” she said one night. “There is far 
too much for one.” 

“Already et, ma’am, thank you ever so!” answered her magic car- 
pet, beaming at the honor. 

“Then sit and chat with me. I get lonesome here never seeing 
anybody. Nobody ever comes here, day or night, not even in the 
hall. Why, if somebody started to walk down that long hall we could 
hear him two minutes before he could get to the door!” 
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‘It’s mighty deserted all right. Safe, tiiough.” 

Apparently Ferdinand and Isabella had not yet won. The Marques 
was still telling his servants that her imprisonment was protective 
custody. 

“Safely is tire nicest thing about it. Here I am safe from inti-usion 
by anybody, anybody at all.” 

“You like that?” 

“With you as company I do.” 

And anotlier night: "It’s cold in here.” 

“Let me fetch you more wood for yom' fii-e.” 

“No, 1 was just thinking, could you possibly move my bed over to 
the corner? It’s not so drafty there,” 

“Sure, ma’am.” 

“Oh no, don’t. It’s terribly heavy,” 

“That light little tiling?” 

He moved it in a trice. Was she right in suspecting that he moved 
it ever so cautiously so as not to make a single telltale scratcliing 
noise? A look at his face told her she was. 

“You’re amazingly strong.” 

She ran her hands knowledgeably over his arms, murmured at 
the power of the muscles, caressed the broad shoulders tliat had 
borne the weight of die bed. 

“Oil, I dunno,” he said, feet shuffling, 

“Amazingly!” 

“Oh, I guess I’m prett)'^ stmng in some ways,” he said with heavy 
humor. 

The widowed queen of Castile and Leon giggled. “I’ll just bet you 
are!” 

During some weeks, in die corner w'here it was warmer, they 
hatched her scheme of escape. He knew die peasantry all around 
die coundyside. He did very well, she thought, even arranging the 
hayrack in which to conceal her after he let her down over the walls. 
In it she could trundle comfortably to Alcala, where Carrillo had 
a residence and she could find men of her party to speed her to 
Portugal 

All that was needed was one long rope and one stout farm basket; 
these and those arras, which now had come to cherish the queen, 
could be trusted to lower her safely over the battlements to die 
ground. The hayrack and the other trusted peasant would accom- 
plish the Test 



The rope was strong. But twenty feet from the ground the basket 
handle broke, and the unfortunate Juana crashed to the stony earth 
at the foot of the wall, fracturing her leg. She did not cry out, though 
the shock was severe, but dragged herself to die cart, where the 
dLsniiiyed accomplice was sweating in a panic of fear. 

“Your Highness must see a surgeon at once!” he whispered, rec- 
ognizing the severity of the wound with his countfyman’’s hand in 
the darkness. 

“I will do nothing of the sort! Drive me to Alcala.” 

“But, Your Highness, when a cow breaks her leg and the bones 
stick out— ” 

“You dolt! You pig! I am not a cow.” 

Softly under the hay she wept, first in anger, then in agony as the 
pain began to pound. 

Next morning the Marques of Villena found Juana’s disconsolate 
lover with the broken basket in his room, blubbering that he had 
murdered die woman he adored. Villena clapped him into a dun- 
geon, waiting to see if he would execute him for liigh treason, if 
Ferdinand and Isabella should win, or reward him for patriotism, 
if Alfonso won. Shortly, in Alcala, Queen Juana died, but her lover 
did not know of it till Villena appeared at liis dungeon to tell Iiim his 
fate, which had been decided by the course of a war beyond the 
infatuated lad’s power to change. That war now took a momentous 
turn. 

South of the Duero, the Tagus, another invasion highway, swept 
out of the highlands of Castile to puncture the frontier of Portugal. 
Plere the. river ran in a relatively narrow valley below the level of 
the adjacent country. Great masses of troops could have passed un- 
noticed by anyone standing on the higher ground. Ferdinand and 
Isabella dispatched Don Gonsalvo de Cordoba with a considerable 
force to this strategic corridor, which was shaped as if an engineer 
had specifically fashioned it for a surprise attack. Riding at night, 
hiding by day, Cordoba crept up to the Portuguese border, and then 
burst through. Systematically he ravaged the unsuspecting country, 
taking a dozen towns and abandoning them quickly, provisioning his 
army with the spoil, suffering almost no casualties and causing con- 
sternation among the inhabitants who never knew where he would 
turn up next. In Toro Alfonso received a succession of heralds with 
reports of the wildest confusion and havoc in the heart of his own 
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domain. Each ravaged town begged him to return and protect his 
homeland. 

He did not return, but he sent back La Beltraneja to safety; and 
then he split his forces and sent half of them galloping south to the 
Tagus to repel the Castilian invaders. When they got tliere the Cas- 
tilians had disappeared. They were fl>dng toward Toro to join Fer- 
dinand. The feint had succeeded brilliandy. 

Ferdinand now struck at the weakened Portuguese king with all 
tlie eflScient engines and men that he and Isabella had been groom- 
ing during the winter. Rather than be slowly hammered to death 
under the hail of heavy artillery, Alfonso elected to defile his forces 
out of the city and fight in the open. On the first of March, 1476, a 
Friday, always a fortunate day in the history of Castile, Ferdinand 
fought the great battle of Toro. It was bloody and long, but the issue 
was never in doubt. Alfonso fled witiii only four or five attendants 
and made his way back to bis bride. Archbishop Carrillo flung oft' 
his armor and redeserted to Caistile, slinking by cowpaths and by- 
ways back to his town of Alcala, dispatching a vague and meandering 
message to Isabella begging her forgiveness. She stripped him of 
seven towns, sequestered his revenues, shai-ply admonished him to 
behave liimself, and forgave him. 

Ferdinand captured eight Portuguese battle flags, including tiie 
king’s, and two thousand prisoners, who were valuable for ransom 
pm*poses. But thousands more of tlie Portuguese were slain and 
floated down the Duero. Some, it was said, before they rotted and 
sank, actually reached their homeland. 

In Tordesillas, though it was March and cold, Isabella walked 
barefoot over tire freezing cobbles to the church of Saint Paul to 
kneel in thanks for the great victory, and directed the preacher not 
to mention her in tlie triumphal sermon that he would almost cer- 
tainly preach. Surely, the priest demurred, that would hardly be 
fair. The queen had done as much, nay more, than the king to assure 
the fall of Toro. Everyone knew it 

“I am not a theologian, mi padi-e, and cannot divine the will of 
God, but it is evident tliat God meant King Ferdinand to win since 
He gave the battle to King Ferdinand, and it is most important that 
my people love my husband^ even as I do. Therefore jiraise him, 
not me.” 

It was imiiortant; and the fulsome eulogy that was heaped on the 
king did much to soften Castilian resentment of his foreignness. 
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No treaty of peace resulted from Toro, but the war with Portugal 
languished and all but stopped. Isabella wondered why Ferdinand 
did not come home. 

Had she forgotten the French? he wrote in a tart reply. He was 
marching north with all his guns at top speed. 

In order to see iiim again before be embarked on anotlier cam- 
paign Isabella begged him to let his men return to tlieir wives and 
children, at least for a short rest, to enjoy their triumph and restore 
their spirit. 

Their spirit was very high, he replied, and if he were wiUing to 
forego family pleasures for Castile, so should they. 

She sighed. It was maddening to be forced to treat a husband as 
if he were some elusive grandee who had to be coaxed over to your 
side. She wrote in a carefully worded dispatch that she had assem- 
bled a considerable store of muskets and some light field guns, easily 
transportable, capable of being mounted on wagons. They could dash 
into enemy ranks like the war chariots of ancient times, and the 
muskets would be invaluable in the guerrilla warfare in Guipuzcoa, 
far more effective tlian the siege artillery which he had. Actually, she 
said, she needed his heavy guns; for she was of a mind to turn them 
on Madrid if the Marquds of Villena did not soon come to make his 
homage. It would be wise, she said, if Ferdinand should be at hand 
also to receive the allegiance of so great a vassal. She thought Villena 
might declare for tiie Sovereigns soon, she said, for he had sent her 
word that he had executed a traitor who had aided in the escape 
of Queen Juana just before she died. 

The lure of the mobile guns brought Ferdinand back, but only 
long enough to get them, and to appear at a tremendous victory 
celebration that Isabella arranged in his honor. 

Then he left Ferdinand traveled fast; her calendar told her he 
had been away but a short time, but the few reasonable weeks were 
interminable to her. Then heralds began to arrive with good news 
from Guipuzcoa. The French were flying like leaves before an 
autumn gale, he informed her. 

Searching the glowing reports for some personal word, she found 
that he had been good enough to thank her for the muskets, but the 
gun wagons, he said, were not fitted for the rough terrain and should 
have been equipped with the wider-rimmed Wheels. But he inquired 
tenderly after the Infanta. 
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Queer news had just reached Isabella about the Infanta. She did 
not answer Ferdinand’s inquiry. She took horse toward Segovia with 
a sinking feeling in the pit of her stomach that once caused her to 
retch in full view of her embarrassed escort. The proud Gastiiian 
queen did not seem to care; she did not even stop. She bloodied her 
mount cruelly with sharp spurs; she had never worn sharp spurs be- 
fore. Nowhere along the way did she halt her wild gallop to ac- 
knowledge a single cheer. The people who turned out to greet her 
stood in bewilderment as her escort thundered through town after 
town. She was riding like one possessed, and her face was a white 
mask of fury, but fury sick with fear. 
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THE TROUBLE IN SEGOVIA WAS SIMPLE ON THE SURFACE, BUT EXTIIEMELY 

complex underneath, like a mysterious disease in its crisis. The crisis 
could be treated empirically. To cure the underlying disease might 
be beyond the skill of mortal wisdom. 

Isabella, riding like the wind to her child in danger, could see 
only the crisis. A large portion of tlie citizenry of Segovia, taking 
advantage of Cabrera’s protracted absence while he was supervising 
the minting of the new money, had revolted against his .strict rule. 
They had penetrated the outer defenses of the citadel itself. Only 
the great old keep still held out. In the fastness of that high tower, 
with a few faithful guards— and with Beatrix de Bobadilla; how she 
thanked God for Beatriz’ presence of mind!— her daughter was be- 
sieged. 

As she rode, Isabella’s mental vision was tortured with vivid pic- 
tures of all the disasters that could happen to her child: she might 
peek through a slit in the battlements and be killed by a chance 
missile while she stared innocently, uncomprehendingly down at 
the milKng rioters below. Or fall. Or the populace might break in. 
When a cliiid is killed by the violence of a faceless mob how can 
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the culprit be singled out and punished? No punishment could be 
too severe, not even the horrible tortures prescribed by law for high 
treason. Isabella, with a hardening heart, began to understand how 
such ferocious laws had come to be framed. Or if the keep of the 
alcazar held fern, the Infanta might starve, as children always 
starved in famines and in sieges. But this was her cluld; what a 
difference tiiat made! Hers, and Ferdinand’s too, of course, but 
always in a very special way her own. 

“Isabella, your mother will not let you die!” she muttered over 
and over again to herself, while the straining warhorse under her 
dropped blood and frotli as she spmxed it to its last ounce of endur- 
ance and beyond, for the animal was good for notlring after this last 
supreme effort. 

Later, she knew in the back of her mind, she would try to cm'e 
Segovia’s disease, whatever it was. There was time now only to treat 
the crisis. She was ready to do anything, promise anytiiing to get 
through the city gates—she knew they were locked—to get through 
the gates of the outer citadel—they too would be locked—and through 
the great oaken door of die keep, wliich of course would be locked 
also, and fold her daughter into her arms. ‘Tf I cannot get through 
to you, if anything happens to you, I will wreak such a vengeance 
on Segovia that the hated memory of Peter the Cruel will fade from 
men’s minds, and the memory of Isabella the Cruel will take its 
place!” She meant it with every drop of her heart’s fierce Spanish 
blood. 

At the city gate a tipsy guard, who expected anybody but her, 
leered at her little escort and told her to go to the devil. 

“Let her in! Let her in!” some officer commanded, “Now we’ve got 
both of them!” 

The gate swung open; Isabella spurred through on her foundering 
horse, her escort white, their hands on their swords. In the streets 
the people made way, some moved to compassion by her pale face, 
most merely confused and scurrying out of the path of the horses’ 
clattering hooves. 

The outer gate of the alcazar remained shut for some minutes, 
though she had been spied from the walls and recognized. A sober- 
faced officer slid aside the wicket. “Your Highness will enter at your 
peril, if you enter at all. We have grievances, sore grievances. We 
cannot answer for your safety.” 
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“You are my vassal, and I am your queen, and you will obey me!” 
Isabella answered, ber cbin up, her eyes hard as green jewels. 

Her imperious demeanor, or perhaps the small size of her escort, 
caused the guard to shrug his shoulders. “Very well, Your Highness.” 
The great gate grated open. Isabella ran through. 

The gate of the keep was clear, for bloody rocks lay ail about 
where diey had crushed a number of ruflSans who had attempted 
to storm it. But gangs of armed men stood at either side, spears 
poised, swords naked, arrows fitted and drawn. 

Voices from behind the door cried, “Shame! Shamel Let the queen 
enter!” 

“You will not go in,” an oflficer said, barring her way. 

“Traitor, I will go in! You will step aside, for your queen!” 

She advanced tiU her face was very close to his, and slowly, very 
slowly, he stepped aside; but the other men closed in, as if to rash 
the door the instant it opened a crack, Isabella grasped the terrible 
danger; her presence might bring about the fall of the keep. 

Far overhead a drop-hole opened. “Stand clear. Your Highness!” 
a voice shouted down in warning. A dozen rebels were clustered 
directly underneath, where the rock would fall. 

“Fools! Fools! Hold back, and close the drop-hole! These men have 
a grievance, and I will hear them, and I will give them justice!” 
They had not expected tliat. Indeed, they did not know what to 
expect after their ti’eatment of her, but certainly not tliat. 

“We demand the removal of Andres de Cabrera, Your Highness,” 
the man in command said, his manner slightly changed. 

“Then I shall remove him,” Isabella said promptly. 

“Do you swear to that?” the leader asked, his eyes narrovung. 

“Sir, who dares ask me to swear, when I give ray word?” 

“Nay,” he muttered, “everyone knows you have nevc;r broken your 
word.” 

“Then I swear,” she said, smiling, 

She was winning. 

In the keep above, Beatiiz heard the public disgrace of licr 
innocent husband and felt anger against the queen, then promptly 
forgave her. Isabella was desperate. 

“Would you and your men wish to accompany me inside? Kindly 
sheathe your swords. There is no enemy of Castile in our midst.” 

She won them. Their volatile spirit changed. No Spaniard could 
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witness beauty and bravery unmoved. And she had sworn to give 
them the thing they demanded. 

The leader led a cheer that echoed throughout the courts of the 
castle, astonishing the rest of the rebels who came running to see 
what had happened, 

“No, Your Highness,” the leader bowed, “there is no need for us 
to accompany you now.” 

The last gate opened. Isabella ran up the long steep stairs and 
swept her daughter into her arms, laughing and weeping, Idssing the 
child again and again. “Isabella, dear Isabella, my little Isabella]” 
The Infantas fair hair, exactly the same color as hers, mingled with 
her own in indistinguishable curly disarray. 

“Mamita, what is the matter?” 

“Nothing, child, nothing now.” 

“Auntie Beatriz wouldn’t tell me anything, and cried a lot’ 

Beatriz, tight-lipped, stood by. “Your Higliness could not help 
doing what you did,” she said. 

Without releasing the Infanta from her embrace, Isabella reached 
out to grasp Beatriz’ hand, which was cold and forlorn. 

To her daughter Isabella said, “Do not call Dona Beatriz ‘auntie’ 
any more. You do have an Aunt Beatriz, a very nice old lady in 
Portugal, your great-aunt Beatriz. But from now on we shall address 
this Beatriz as Sehora Marquesal” 

“Why?” 

“Because I am going to ennoble her husband and make liim a 
marques.” 

Later, when she was rested, tliere was time to meet a deputation 
of citizens who came with tlieir grievance and to ponder the deeper 
reasons for Segovia’s wild and irrational revolt She noticed tliat the 
deputation was composed entirely of Old Christians, whose family 
names dated back to the Crusades; proud, provincial, poor. 

They resented Cabrera’s unrelenting enforcement of every law on 
the books, they said, even ancient outmoded ones that had long 
since lost their usefulness, 

It was a temperate approach, Isabella thought They were no 
longer irrational; their anger had spent itself. And their grievance 
might be just. In the vast and conflicting accumulation of Castilian 
laws, which had never been properly codified, there must be much 
that was only a nuisance nowadays. A successful administrator had 
to be an artist, imaginative, not scrupulously accurate like Cabrera. 
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She resolved one day to codify and simplify the laws. When she had 
time. There was so much else to do now, and always in a crisis. 

However, the deputation continued, there was one law, one law 
that was dear to tlie people, which Cabrera was known to break 
consistently. It was the universal law of Christendom, especially 
cherished in Castile, that forbade unbaptized Jews to bear arms. 

Isabella frowned. That law indeed she deemed honorable, just. 

“We believe, Your Highness, that Don Andrds is a crypto-Jew. 
True, we can find no evidence of it. We have examined his persona! 
garbage tlioroughly, for many of his kitchen servants are Old Chris- 
tians Kke us. They find pork, like in everybody else's garbage. They 
do not find onions or garlic cooked in oil, or other Jewish delicacies; 
nor does he eat meat cooked in oil Kke a Jew, but in lard, like any 
good Christian. Nor does he wear his best clotlies on Saturday. And 
on Friday he does not eat meat, and on Sunday he goes to church.” 

How closely these common citizens had spied on the personal 
habits of her treasurer. There was not a caballero among them. 
These were her people; theirs was the voice of Castile. She heard 
the voice in her own heart, too, for she could not imagine an age in 
which a crypto-Jew could be tolerated. A Jew, yes. But a crypto- 
Jew, one who had been baptized and stiU practised Judaism secretly? 
Nay, that was a relapsed heretic, and the law burned them every- 
where in Christendom. 

“Since there is no evidence that he is a crypto~Jew, by your own 
admission, it is not fair to call him one,” she told the deputation, 
and she reminded them that another Castilian law provided red- 
hot tongs to tear the Kwng flesh from the limbs of false witnesses. 

“Nay, nay. Your HighnessI We do not accuse iKm. We only remem- 
ber that his father was a Jew.” 

“What was your father, my friend?” she asked one of them. 

“Why, a tinker, ma’am.” 

“And what are you?” 

“I am a butcher by trade.” 

“Nay, I tliink you are a crypto-tinker. And you? Your father?” 

The man smiled uneasily. “My father was a baker, Your Highness.” 
He saw where the queens questions were leading. Straight into 
absurdity. He did not like it. “And I am a mason.. I am not a crypto- 
baker.” 

“But your hands are covered with white. Is it marl^le dust? or is 
it flour? Yet I believe you. I will always uphold the law, but I will 
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not apply it without evidence, for that is tyranny. As for Don Andres, 
if he has permitted Jews to bear arms he should be removed. Nay, 
I shall remove him anyway, since I promised to. Nay, he is already 
removed, and Don Gutierre de Cardenas is already appointed 
treasurer and governor of this alcazar, though the papers are not yet 
published.” 

Gutierre de Cardenas was an Old Christian of one of tlie most 
honorable Houses of Castile, 

She did not tell the satisfied deputation, as it bowed itself back- 
ward out of her presence, that a patent of nobility was also in 
preparation to create Don Andres the Marques of Moya, with 
increased revenues drawn from his new estate. She resolved also to 
make him Master-General of the Mints, under the new treasurer. 
There his intense scrupulosity would insure the continued honesty 
of the coinage. 

She wrote Ferdinand a full account of the happenings in Segovia, 
defending herself on the grounds of necessity for “something that 
troubles my conscience and something which I do hope, my senor, 
you will not consider double-dealing. I refer to the equivocation of 
which I was guilty when I promised to remove Don Andres, did so, 
and then gave him a much better post.” 

Ferdinand was already riding hard for Segovia. He had already 
heard the news; she did not yet know how. His herald arrived only 
a few hours before he did. Ferdinand’s scribbled note was the 
warmest he had ever sent her, the first tliat ever began mi senora, 
my wife. When no one was looking she kissed it, 

“You handled everything exactly as I should have done.” Was she 
growing like him, or he like her? she wondered. It continued, “You 
kicked the rascal upstairs, a little too high but understandable under 
the circumstances. God bless you. I Mss the hands and feet of both 
my Isabellas.” 

“Is the business with the French in Guipuzcoa still progressing 
satisfactorily?” she asked the herald. 

“Highness, that business is ended. There are no French in 
Guipuzcoa. Only dead ones.” 

She had scarcely had time to greet Ferdinand, who arrived from 
the north, wind-burnt and handsome, without a battle scratch any- 
where from his numerous engagements, when the Marques of 
Villena rode unexpectedly into Segovia at the head of a dazzling 
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escort o£ cavalrymen. He sent her a noble young page dressed in 
velvet fit for a duke, requesting an audience. She asked his inten- 
tions. “My master desires to present the keys of Madrid to Her 
Highness Queen Isabella,” the young caballero replied. 

“The king and I will receive them tonight.” She thanked him, 
smiling so warmly with happiness that the youngster’s eyes began to 
pop in adolescent appreciation. Then, remembering his manners, he 
blushed, and trapped making liis exit. He reported that this queen 
was far prettier tlian the last one to whom Villena had made his 
homage. 

“That isn’t why I’m making it, you imp,” ViUena said. 

Isabella ran with the wonderful news to Ferdinand. He looked 
laerplexed. “My agents usually keep me weU informed ” he said 
slowly. “But this was not reported.” Then laughing, “How did you 
manage it? Did you actually level die big guns from Toro on Ma- 
drid? I should have heard about thatr 

“No, he just appeared.” 

“He probably heard how you put down a riot just by staring 
people in the eye. He didn’t dare hold out after that.” 

Td rather think he was loyal aU the time; just weak.” 

“You don’t, though.” 

“No, I’m afraid I don’t. He heard about your victories.” 

“Yours too, Isabella.” 

“My dear,” she said excitedly, “I have utter faith that we are un- 
conquerable together.” 

He answered slowly, “I radier think so myself.” He did not put 
on his business-Hke face when he stressed, unconsciously, the word 
“together.” 

That night Villena came to make his tardy homage to die king 
and queen, who went to great lengths to honor him, as if dus were 
die first chance he had had to declare his allegiance. He was visibly 
impressed with his reception. ViUena, like his fadier before him, 
loved display. But this display was charged with meaning, The great 
haU of the alcazar was hung with captured Portuguese and French 
battle flags, awesome symbols of success and sovereign power. It had 
been a long time since a King of Castile had captured a battie flag. 
And the hall was crowded with notables of Segovia, die city that 
had been so recentiy in revolt, all now loyal, smiling and irnited 
ai'ound Ferdinand and IsabeUa. The Infanta stood beside them, a 
slender circlet of gold on the fair high brow that came from her 
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father and the cox^per curls that came from her mother. The three 
presented as startling a contrast to the former royal family as could 
be imagined; tliis was so right, the other had been so woefully wrong, 
for themselves and for tlie realm. Kneeling before the queen, whose 
tactful courage had quelled the Segovians, kneelmg before the Idng, 
whose hard hands had won die battle flags, Villeiia wondered why 
he had waited so long. As he swore aloud to be faithful he swore to 
himself to keep his word. 

Villena s allegiance added more strength to the strength that Isa- 
bella had already established in the heart of Castile, and as the heart 
grew stronger die outer members of the body politic began to feel 
and respond to its quickening pulse. Andalusia, the beautiful, the 
chaotic, now turned to Isabella for relief from its perpetual feudal 
wars, which had ravaged the province so long and so cruelly that 
she had not been able to get eidier men or taxes from the area to 
support the Crown against either the Portuguese or the French. 

The first request came in secret from a deputation of merchants 
from Seville in the very heart of the disturbed district. They 
painted a somber picture of houses burned, crops destroyed, towns 
besieged, warehouses phmdered and .shixis putting out to sea half- 
manned, half-provisioned, half-laden, whenever ^e troops of die 
two great feuding Houses appeared. They pleaded with her to throw 
the weight of her armies against the Duke of Medina Sidonia or 
else the Marques of Cadiz. It did not matter which. Only when 
one or die other was crushed would peace and prosperity come to 
the south, and a man could live in security in his own house, and a 
merchant could dirive. 

“Which is in the right, Medina Sidonia or Cadiz?” Isabella asked. 
The deputation hemmed and hawed and would not take sides. Fer- 
dinand smiled wryly. He pondered the fact that they had come in 
secret. What could that mean but that they were afraid to risk re- 
prisals? 

Well, then, my friends,” he said, “wliich has the better chance 
f)f winning? The Duke of Medina Sidonia or the Marques of Cadiz?” 

On that they were a little more communicative, but only a httle. 
The Duke, they said, had more men; the Marques, on the other 
hand, was a better general. They were only merchants; they did 
not know who would win. For yeapcs neither had won. 

“We promise to do all W’-e can, God helping us,” Isabella told them, 
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agreeing, at tiieir urgent request^ to keep secret the interview. They 
scurried back to Seville at once lest their absence cause comment. 

“And what are we going to do this time?” Ferdinand asked. “Be 
sure you pick the winning side, my dear.” 

"Neither side should winj and we are not going to fight Castil- 
ians.” 

He was glad to hear that, he said. He reminded, her that there was 
yet no peace widi Portugal. It wasn’t wise to split armies. He liked 
to finish one thing at a time, neatly. “There is too much of the artist 
in you, mi senora. Artists in government— I am always a little 
uneasy.” 

“I cannot help being as God made me, and I am far too simple a 
woman to be an artist.” 

“My dear, I did not mean it as a reproach.” 

Isabella remembered Medina Sidonia with fondness, in spite of 
his lack of cooperation in the war with Portugal. The Marques of 
Cadiz she had never seen, and reports of him were not good, a brash, 
emotional illegitimate son of the Count of Arcos. But apparently 
gifted also, since his father had preferred him over his legitimate 
sons and left him all his titles and estates when he died, an exclusion 
not uncommon in Castile. The northern nations were somewhat more 
strict in tliis matter. Some day, Isabella supposed, some day far in 
the future, the world might improve so that bastards would not in- 
heritj they would certainly not be made archbishops at the age of 
six. 

The second request for help came in the form of a herald from the 
Marques of Cadiz. 

“He is scared” Ferdinand said. “Not enough men.” 

“Tm going to try to think that his heart has changed, that this is 
the beginning of loyalty. Remember, he is married to a sister of 
Villena’s.” 

“Wives don’t have any influence over their husbands’ politics.” 

Isabella could not repress a smile. 

“Oh, maybe a little.” Ferdinand was in a much better mood these 
days. “Especially if they’re queens. But the Marquesa of Cadiz isn’t 
a queen and she isn’t an Isabella.” 

The Marques, tentatively and cautiously, offered to tender Ms 
oath of allegiance to Isabella if she would agree to help him against 
Medina Sidonia. 

She sent the herald away with a friendly but noncommittal reply, 
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promising to do what she could regardless of his oath, “which is a 
sacred union between sovereign and vassal mutually given for 
mutual good, and not to be bargained for.” 

Thirdly, a haughty demand came from Medina Sidonia himself, 
reminding her of liis offer of support when Henry had tried so hard 
to marry her to die king of Portugal, reminding her liiat he had 
sworn homage whereas Cadiz had not, reminding her also of his serv- 
ice to Castile in wresting Gibraltar from the Moors. All tlie fault, 
according to Medina Sidonia, lay with the Marqu4s of Cadiz. As a 
loyal vassal he sought the aid of his sovereign. 

“Now we Ve got iheml” Ferdinand cried. “Play one against the 
other till tiiey exhaust themselves.” 

“Tliat’s what King Henry did, and they only exhausted Castile.” 

“Louis of France succeeds at it; it is the keystone of his policy.” 

"Castile is not like France, Castile is not like any place else in 
the world.” 

“I grant you that,” F erdinand muttered. “What will you do?” 

“I shall have to go to Seville, I suppose.” 

“And what will you do there, pray?” 

“I reaUy do not know.” 

“Nonsense. I will not permit it. There is too much danger.” 

But he knew from her face that nothing could stop her. 

She sent Medina Sidonia’s herald back to Andalusia with a cor- 
dial, but also noncommittal, response, saying that she planned to 
visit her city of Seville shortly and would give her answer then. 

Ferdinand, thoroughly worried, enlisted tlie help of Cardinal 
Mendoza, who added his voice to the king’s in an effort to dissuade 
her. “Even Daniel did not enter the den of Hons of his own free 
will, Your Highness. If I remember my Scripture, he was cast in most 
forcibly, whereas nothing forces you to go to Seville.” 

“At least take me,” Ferdinand begged, when she refused to follow 
even Mendoza’s advice. 

“You and the anny are needed to keep watch on Portugal. You 
were quite right in reminding me that there is still no treaty of peace, 
and until there is Alfonso may strike again.” 

“I do not like being ordered away from my wife by my wifel” 

“We are not really away from each other any more, Ferdinand. 
Not tills time. Only distance separates us.” 

Grudgingly Ferdinand took up the watch on the Portuguese bor- 
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der, organizing it so thoroughly that not even a mouse could slip 
tiu'ough without being caught by one of his spies. 


Isabella took horse for Seville. 



SPBINGTIME IN SEVILLE WAS A LUSH AND BEAUTIFUL SEASON, WHEN THE 

herons flew over from Africa to strut pinkdegged and proud in the 
marshes along the lower Guadalquivir. Eagles circled and slirieked 
out of sheer exuberance in the crystalline dejith of the blue Anda- 
lusian sky. The sun was warm on endless groves of fruit trees, coax- 
ing their winter-drab branches into a luxuriance of fresh leaves, each 
of a different shade of green, full of new life and the promise of all 
their colorful fruits to come, red of the pomegranate, gold of the 
peach, purple of the olive, yellow of die orange like captured suns 
flaming in the trees. The fame of the Seville orange, after centuries 
of Moorish cultivation on Spanish soil, had spread back to Africa, 
whence the Moors had brought its sour barbaric ancestor. Some of 
the Granadine Moors read in the orange the past and the future 
of their race and were afraid. For the orange was the typical fruit 
of the Arabs. They had given it their Arabic name, mranj. In their 
sweep of conquest through .Africa and across the Pillars of Hercules 
into Spain, everywhere tiiey had taken it witli diem. Even as they 
had been rude and hard in the days of the Prophet, so had the 
orange been thorny and tough. Now both were civilized, too civi- 
lized perhaps, civilized into decadence. Wliereas the Spaniards 
under their vital young queen seemed to stand on the threshold of 
something new and strong and big, and to the Moors very dangerous. 
Thus the orange; thus the musings of some of the Moors of Granada, 
for the Moor was a sensitive creature. 

Riding the Roman road to Seville, remarkably smooth considering 
its fifteen centuries of continuous use, Isabella saw the promise of 
fertile Andalusia and felt the sadness a Queen Proprietress ought 
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to feel that the promise was not fulfilled. In great stretches the rich 
red earth shone tlirough unpianted, unworked, between sparse little 
cultivated fields. Farmers would not plant where robber barons would 
only sweep down on the crops as soon as they were dry enough to 
harvest, dry enough to burn. 

Evidence of the waste of war was all around. Centuries-old olive 
trees, still in their prime, lay dead where battle axes had hacked 
them down. Mighty oil presses, with millstones three feet tliick and 
eighteen feet in diameter, fit to provide food and delicacies for thou- 
sands with surplus left over to export, stood motionless, their running 
gear dismantled; they had not turned for years, Orange hees, too, 
were mutilated and die mulberry groves, on which the silk industry 
depended, were ill-kept. Signs of lassitude and hopelessness were 
everywhere, even in die faces of the people. The queen, widi grow- 
ing impatience, reflected that it was no wonder she could collect no 
revenue from this sick Andalusia, wliich could have, should have, 
contributed so much. 

Seville had a Moorish look about it, its narrow streets snaking in 
labyrindiine confusion, grilled balconies overhanging, almost touch- 
ing the houses on the opposite side. It owed allegiance to the Duke 
of Medina Sidonia, its immediate feudal overlord. He rode out to 
meet Isabella in considerable pomp. 

“Welcome,” he said, “to my city.” The voice was friendly enough, 
but he lacked the warmth he had displayed at Gibraltar. He looked 
older and hai'der. 

“Welcome,” she said, “to mine,” She supposed she was older and 
harder, too. At least she was not a frightened litde girl any more. 

He smiled slightly. He admired spirit, especially in men but also 
in horses and women. “It is my hope tliat Your Highness wiU enjoy 
your stay in Seville. I had expected, indeed I should have been 
happy, to pay the expenses of your entertainment out of my own 
revenues, diough my quarrel widr the bastard of Cadiz puts a strain 
on them. But for some reason—” He paused perplexed. 

“Yes?” Isabella smiled. 

“For some reason,” Medina Sidonia answered, “the Council of the 
Twenty-Foiur got ahead of me and voted a special city tax all of 
their own accord.” 

“They must have sensed in their loyalty to us that you would 
request it,” Isabella said; and here again, in tlie subtle Castilian 
tongue, it was difficult to teU whether Isabella meant “us” to mean her 
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and Medina Sidonia, her and the Mng, or her, the queen, alone. But 
in the special tax Isabella saw the secret wily hand of the deputation 
of merchants who so desperately wanted peace. The tax was paid 
without stint by the little people of Seville, who trusted the queen 
M^ho had already done so much for Seville. 

The town put on its gayest dress, spring flowers festooning die 
lialconies, heirloom tapestries hanging colorfully from the windows. 
Don Alonso de Solis, the venerable bishop of Seville, took the queen 
with pride to show her the new cathedral, the biggest church in the 
world, now rising on the spot where a Moorish mosque had been 
demolished in the reign of Saint Ferdinand, who had wrested the 
town from the Infidel “Here we shall erect such a monument to 
the Faith,” exulted the bishop, “that posterity will say we were mad!” 
The arches of the nave soared a hundred and twenty feet, striving 
for heaven in stone. Nothing was left of the mosque but its soaring 
minaret, so beautiful in its Oriental architecture and Eastern orna- 
mentation that even Peter the Cruel had not had the heart to tear 
it down. No steps led to its lofty summit, which now voiced its call 
to prayer not with an Arabic chant but with a carillon of Christian 
bells. One reached the top by a series of inclined planes sti'aight 
out of Babylon. 

He preached her a sermon of welcome on Sunday. Before the 
high altar a choir of chorus boys danced a slow, solemn figure, ac- 
companying their steps with the clicking of castanets. This custom, 
not found in the north, was very old, as was the image of the Virgin 
whom it honored. The statue was exquisite Byzantine work. It was 
made of ivory, its hair was spun gold and it had movable arms. 
Saint Louis of France had brought it from his Crusade and given 
it to Saint Ferdinand of Castile. Kings could be saints, Isabella re- 
membered, though her Ferdinand was not; Crusades stiU could be 
made. 

Everyone tried to please her, since everyone wanted something 
and she had promised nothing. After a little time she was not sure 
whether she had the power to promise much. The character of her 
Andalusians iilce their customs, she thought, was wild and indecorous, 
though warm and expansive. 

And tliey were fiercely touchy of personal slight, as soon she 
learned. Because she had gone to Seville without first going to Utrera, 
the cutthroat lord of the place, which was little and out of the way, 
had sent a gang of rufBans to steal some horses which he seemed 



to need at the moment from her own stables and killed her own 
groom who tried to defend them. 

“I should have tliought it unnecessary to post a guard over my 
property in your city” Isabella said sharply. 

Medina Sidonia answered, “Seville is Your Highness’s city, as Your 
Highness reminded me only the other day. I keep what order I can. 
Utrera, I regret to say, does not lie in my jurisdiction. King Henry 
gave it to its present lord, the Marshal Saavedra. Perhaps I should 
add that Utrera is very small, but very strong.” 

“Marshal Saavedra shall be punished for his murder and his 
thievery,” 

“Madame, he certainly should.” But Medina Sidonia did not offer 
to help with the punishment. 

Isabella sent a herald to Utrera with a stem demand that the 
marshal return the horses, make his oath and deliver the assassins 
of her groom for trial. The marshal’s lackeys beat the herald sense- 
less, stole his gold embroidered tabard and sent him back on a mule. 
Isabella held her peace, but her chin went up and she wrote of these 
things to Ferdinand. 

To the deHght of the SeviUanos a gala bullfight was held in her 
honor in the thousand-pillared amphitheatre that the Homans had 
built when they built the road. Like the road, it was in a remarkable 
state of preservation. How soundly they had wrought, those ancients, 
their mighty architecture, their mighty empire! How stem, to 
accomplish all they did, they had had to be. Sobering thoughts for 
a queen who was fitting herself to mle the descendants of those 
Romans. 

Isabella had always looked away from tlie crael ape-on-horseback 
spectacles. She cared for bullfights scarcely more. The Moors, who 
also fought bulls, at least gave the beast a sporting chance, standing 
delicately on tlie sand in the arena and slaying it with a skillful 
thrust of a sword as it charged. But the Spaniards skewered it from 
horseback with a spear. Invariably there was wanton slaughter of 
valuable horses and sometimes the fighters, borne down by the snort- 
ing buUs, were unhorsed and gored to death. Anxious to j)lease her 
on tliis festive day, a toreador took needless chances and lost his 
life. 

Her groom, the bullfighter, her beaten herald, her stolen horses— 
she had brought only death and suffered disgrace in Andalusia. She 
suspected that the bickering grandees secretly enjoyed her discom- 
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fitiire; it proved her helplessness and left them wild and free, in 
chaos. 

Ferdinand’s herald rode down from the north with his thoughts 
ontlie Marshal Saavedra’s treasonable behavior. “I am sleepless \’vdtii 
apprehension, mi senora. I did not want you to go; I prayed you 
would not. But you went God gave you tact; use it now, and keep 
alive for me. You gave me guns. I will use them.” 

It was a somber note, a little disjointed, but she treasured it as 
she did all his letters, locking them in a silver casket. She wore the 
key on the chain with her cross, which seemed featlier-iight now. 

But she was startled by what he did. So were Medina Sidonia and 
the Marqu4s of Cadiz. The king marched south with two hundred 
knights, a thousand ti’oops and twenty heavy lombards. Without 
entering Seville, where he too would have been lavishly enter- 
tained, he laid siege to Utrera and bombarded it relentlessly for forty 
days. “Since Utrera is Crown property,” he said when she protested, 
“no one can object if I damage it a little, not even your Andalusian 
grandees,” He almost blew it to pieces. At die end of the forty days 
the shattered citadel surrendered. Marshal Saavedra bent hi.s quak- 
ing knees and made his oath of allegiance, glad to escape with Ins 
hfe. Ferdinand demanded the assassins of die groom and the horse 
thieves. Saavedra delivered them at once. Ferdinand gave them a 
drumhead trial out of deference to Isabella’s sense of propriety, 
and hanged them ail, twenty-nine of them, before the ink was dry 
on their death warrants. Then he entered Seville. 

Isabella cried on his shoulder. ‘T wish tiaere had been some other 
way. But, oh my dear, how happy I am to see you!” 

“I wish you would come home again,” he said, “at least till Medina 
Sidonia and Cadiz patch up their feud.” 

She wanted to say, “All Spain is my home,” but she did not think 
he had used the word in quite that sense; she preferred his warmer 
meaning and merely whispered, “I wish I could.” 

He said, “Since you won’t, then I wiU stay here. Portugal is quiet.” 

“I want you to. I need you here.” 

She did not use the royal “we.” 

“I want to, too,” he said. 

The Duke of Medina Sidonia shrugged off the surrender of Uti-era. 
He was powerful enough not to resent the Sovereigns’ one little 
nugget of power in Andalusia. It worried him only slightly more 
when Ferdinand and Isabella forbade Saavedra to rebuild his castle 
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and confiscated most of his revenues to the Crown, for the lawless 
vassal did not escaije retribution entirely. 

The impetuous young Marques of Cadiz, however, reacted in a 
way that made Ferdinand blink with disbelief. “I was only just be- 
ginning to understand the Castilians. The Andalusians seem mad.’’ 

“You did the same thing when you came in disguise to wed me.” 
She smiled. “Have you forgotten?” 

“Cadiz didn’t come to wed you, my dear,” Ferdinand said primly. 

“He swore to be faithful!” 

“He didn’t even look Spanish,” Ferdinand said, less prim. 

Cadiz had the olive complexion, the coal-black eyes and the lithe 
elegance often encountered in the south, where everything 
smacked of the Moors. 

With a single servant he had ridden into Seville, the city of his 
mortal enemy, and suddenly presented himself to die queen. The 
hour was late, and she was so astonished that she summoned a sec- 
retary to take down his words. Without that statement she might 
not have believed what had happened; posterity assuredly would 
not have believed it. 

Cadiz had come, he declared, to place himself in her hands un- 
escorted, unprotected even by a safe-conduct such as he might have 
demanded. Enemies of his, especially Medina Sidonia, had spread 
rumors about him which were not true; his innocence was his safe- 
conduct The wicked Duke, he protested, had warred against him 
for years, despoiled his lands and even, once, driven him out of his 
own house. “He will say, Your Higliness, tliat my cities of Xerez and 
Alcala are garrisoned against you. But I know how magnanimously 
you treated my kinsman, the Marques of Villena. Send therefore. 
Your HighneSvS, to Xerez and Alcala and take them for your own 
if you need them in your great designs, for I deliver my patrimony 
to my queen as now, here in this room, I deliver my person!” Kneel- 
ing he swore his oath of homage, to her and to Ferdinand. 

The pen of Fernando del Pulgar, Isabella’s most trusted secretary, 
a converted Jew, crackled over the parchment pages. 

“The queen,” Pulgar noted, “was muy contenta, since he spoke 
briefly and to the point.” 

After a moment she answered, “It is true that I have heard had 
reports of you, but your loyal action this night assures us that much 
is to be said for your side. We like to hear both sides, and we thank 
you for coming.” Then touching the sensitive spot where all Anda- 
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lusian pride melts if you only know how, she said, “We are equahy 
the sovereigns o£ Medina Sidonia and you, and you are equally our 
subjects, and we shall mediate your quarrel with honor and justice 
to you both, retaining you both in our esteem and all such estates 
as are rightfully yours.” 

His black eyes misty with gratitude, the happy vassal bowed liim- 
self out of the room. She had saved his self-respect. 

“We will also take possession of Xerez and Alcala instantly,” Fer- 
dinand said. 

"Of course. But no guns. Only a few troops.” 

“Quite a few, I should think. But I agree, no guns. Guns do not 
bewitch. Isabella, Td have thought this impossible! This is a far 
greater victory than the surrender of Utrera, Now Medina Sidonia 
wont have anybody to fight but us, and he won’t dare do that.” 

“He might, except for your terrible lesson of Utrera.” 

“No, no. You bewitched him long ago at Gibraltar. Mi senora, 
you scare me sometimes with your power over men. It’s a pity I’m a 
man,” 

“Oh no, it isn’t!” 

Medina Sidonia sulked when he heard of his enemy’s submission. 
The evenly balanced scale of power now tipped hopelessly against 
him. But he was loyal. He would no more have gone over to Portu- 
gal than he would have gone over to the Moors. Ferdinand and Isa- 
bella published a pragmatica forbidding both him and Cadiz to enter 
Seville tiU they should make up their quarrel. Botli stayed away. 

But the king and queen remained. 

Word reached Medina Sidonia that order was being rapidly, dras- 
tically restored in Seville, where criminals had run riot, unpunished 
for years, knowing tliat one or the oilier of the warring feudal lords 
would welcome them into his army. Isabella had just instituted a 
startling innovation, tremendously popular with the people. But no, 
he remembered, it was centuries old, bom in an era when kings and 
queens were closer to their subjects. 

Isabella had revived the Friday audencia, as she had revived the 
Santa Plermandad. Each Friday she and the king would sit as judges 
in the Hall of the Miradors, to hear any case of law that any citizen 
of high or low degree might care to bring before them. Anyone could 
approach them; no one was turned away; no grievance was too petty, 
no crime too heinous for the sovereigns’ ears. Usually she would 

[zoa] 



wMsper briefly with Ferdinand before giving judgment, but the 
voice of decision was always hers. 

These audencias, with their free and easy procedure, might have 
degenerated into undignified public brawls. But the Sevillanos loved 
a spectacle. Even those who were not in litigation crowded into the 
great Hall as miradors, spectators, unconsciously continuing the 
function for which it was named in the days when the Moors had 
built it. The slender, lovely queen, wearing her crown, her ermine 
robe of state and Ferdinand’s flashing necklace of rubies gave them 
their spectacle. Ferdinand, hiding his boredom behind his handsome, 
gravely expressionless face, seemed to double her strength. It was im- 
mensely flattering to the citizenry of Seville that the supreme court 
of the kingdom should sit patiently week after week and give per- 
sonal attention to their problems. 

Once, as the sovereigns leaned toward each other and seemed to 
confer at the end of a particularly involved case, Ferdinand was 
whispering, “YouTe not a lawyer, mi senora. This was a ti-icky one. 
Better postpone judgment.” 

And Isabella was whispering, “I know who’s right; I’m going to 
pronounce for liim. There are so many laws that the lawyers will 
surely find one to back me up.” 

“Artists in government!” Ferdinand muttered. They drew their 
whispering faces apart. The queen gave her judgment. And sure 
enough, there was a law. Isabella’s reputation as a legist grew greatly 
among the learned jurisperitos, who never knew and could not guess 
that she had acted from instinct and sterling good sense. 

But, above all, the audencias were successful and decorous be- 
cause the people of Andalusia wanted security; their feudal lords 
had not given it to them; only their sovereigns could; the people 
were anxious to help. Like the Hermandad the audencias were pop- 
ular because the populace backed tliem. 

Like the Hermandad, too, the audencias produced quick results. 
Isabella’s judgments were always in accord with the laws, but die 
laws were ferocious. The garroters’ wrists grew weary throttling die 
live.s out of murderers; the arrows of the Hermandad whistled 
tiirough the bodies of hundreds of highwaymen. Seville’s merchant 
vessels suddenly had more convict rowers than diey could use. 

“This is the way to rule!” Ferdinand said. “If only we didn’t have 
to spend so much time at it. You should delegate your authority.” 

“That woiiidii’t be the same.” 
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“It works very well in Aragon, My Inquisitors do all the work and 
get all die blame. And I get all tihe fines.” 

“We will not be blamed for punishing criminals.” Fridays in the 
HaU. of the Miradors had proved an intense education in human 
depravity. She had heard things she did not know existed. “Ferdi- 
nand, I ttiought only Hell could house such evil as Seville. I want to 
sweep it cleanl” 

“You will requhe a very large broom, mi senora, and wield it into 
eternity, till men are no longer men.” 

“I suppose you are right,” she said, looking at him. 

He was uneasy under her glance. “What have 1 done?” 

“My dear, I was only thinking how much wiser you are than I.” 

She was asking too much. 

She was asking too much, Don Alonso de Solis warned her. Fie 
came in a purple cope on a pale Andalusian mule in ail his epis- 
copal pomp to pay her a special visit. Only the Ci ty of God would 
be wholly sinless, he said; the city of Seville was far, far down on 
the long steep ladder that reached up to Heaven s perfection. Hun- 
dreds were fleeing Seville for fear of her quick and inflexible justice; 
nearly everybody in Andalusia had a guilty conscience after so many 
years of civil wax. He begged her in die name of Chiistian charity 
to temper her severity; the wicked city had had its lesson, he said. 

Isabella could compromise. As suddenly as she had laid siege to 
the evil in Seville, she now raised it, granting a general amnesty 
for all crimes committed during the days of the feudal war. That too 
now ended, for she sent a herald to both the Duke of Medina Sidonia 
and the Marquds of Cadiz, warning them that, grandees though they 
were, they would be excluded by name (among all the common 
malefactorsl ) if tliey did not make friends at once. To salve their 
pride she invited them to a bullfight; their boxes, with silken awnings 
of exactly the same degree of splendor, were side by side, conspic- 
uously, intentionally. 

Both appeared, both smiling. At the show of friendliness between 
the two great authors of their misery the jamming crowds in the 
old Roman amphitheatre cheered themselves hoarse. 

Unnoticed at first in the general excitement was another of Isa- 
bella’s reforms. She was weary of the killing of brave young men, 
who ought to be fighting for Spain; she was weary of the slaughter 
of spirited horses, which ought to he carrying them to battle. 

For the first time in history, since humans first fought bulls in 

[204] 



Crete as long ago as the pharoahs, the horns of tlie bulls were 
sheathed in leather to blunt their horrible attack. “This I will never 
changel” Isabella said, and formalized her will in a pragmatica. 

“The people wont stand for it,” Ferdinand said, shaking his head 
as he signed lo El Key before her lo La Reyna. 

But they did, balancing the spoil-sport edict against all the bless- 
ings she had brought them. Ferdinand puzzled it over and over in 
his neat mind. It was the most autocratic act of Isabella’s career as 
queen to date. Not at all Mke the Hermandad or the audencias; 
those he could rationalize, this he could hot, He concluded she must 
have spies. How else could Isabella, a blueblood to her fingertips, 
so deftly place those fingers on the pulse of the people and read it 
so unerringly? The notion of his wife having spies disturbed his thor- 
oughly masculine sense of personal privacy. 

“Isabella,” he said uneasily, “how could you be sure that the ordi- 
nary men and women, who love a bloody show, wouldn’t riot when 
they found out you’d blunted the horns of their precious bulls?” 

“I wasn’t sure. I just hoped. I didn’t think they would.” 

He eyed her narrowly, unconvinced. 

“I’m afraid Fm a very ordinary woman myself, Ferdinand. Maybe 
I know how they feel.” 

He did not find her ordinary. The big Andalusian moon through 
the tufted palms of the alcazar gardens, where they strolled in die 
evening, lent a magic to the soft silk gowns she wore in the summer 
heat; and she, he told her often, lent her magic to the moon, her 
fragrance to the flowers. 

“Thou’rt a honeytonguel” 

But she could not remember him so attentive. 

“Does your ordinary woman of a wife please you?” 

“I would never call you ordinary, Isabella.” 

He spoke with conviction. He knew. 

The guards who guarded diem, the minstrels who sang and gui- 
tarists who played to them, the dancers and jesters and acrobats who 
entertained them, down to the maids and lackeys and cooks, whis- 
pered £ind winked and made broad Andalusian gestures among 
themselves: the king and queen were lovers. The Sevillanos adored 
them. 

As the city and province grew calm and safe Beatriz de Boba- 
dilla brought the Infanta to join her parents. Beatriz, always her 
husband’s best ambassador, bad some news from the Master-General 
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of the Mints. It was a large sheaf of neat, closely written figures. 
“I do not pretend to understand it Your Highness.” 

“Hija Marquesa ” Isabella said, prefixing a “darling” to Beatriz 
impressive new title of Marquesa, “rm sure I shouldn’t understand 
it either.” She knew she would, but Ferdinand would sulk if she 
didn’t give it to him first. She gave it to Iiim, glad to be free to spend 
time with her daughter. Ferdinand studied the figures for many 
nights, looking gloomier every day. 

“Cabrera goes into greater detail tlian your Treasurer,” he said 
finally. “Have you any notion how much the war with Portugal is 
costing?” 

Isabella admitted tliat she had not. She had been far too busy and 
happy with her husband to fret about a war that had been inactive 
for a long time. 

“Andalusia wiU do its share to help now,” she said. 

“I do not think that wiH be enough. The reason Portugal hasn’t 
attacked is because I’ve a wall of cannon and men from Xerez to 
Toro; that costs a great deal.” 

Now she too read the figures, and was dismayed by them. Pier 
Treasurer had sent her sketchy reports; Andres de Cabrera’s figures, 
showing how every one of the fine new coins had been spent, pre- 
sented less sanguine a picture. The war, for all its inactivity, was a 
cruel drain on the treasuiy. 

“We are not bankrupt, anyhow,” Isabella sighed. 

“We soon will be; that is the road to rain for princes,” She knew 
it was. 

He proposed an extraordinary war measure. In Aragon tlrere had 
long been an Inquisition. There, as in Castile, there were many New 
Cliristians, secretly still Jews, who, to protect tfieir wealth, had been 
baptized and made a convincing show of practicing their new reli- 
gion. "The beauty of an Inquisition is that it is a self-perfecting, 
self-perpetuating organization. Not only does it root out heresy but 
it requires ahnost no supervision on tbe part of the Sovereign. The 
people do it aU. No one hates rich crypto-Jews like poor Old Chris- 
tians. It is thus also seH-purifying, from the bottom up, like the 
Hermandad; and, important to us now in our present need, the prop- 
erty of convicted heretics becomes the property of the Crown. It is 
an almost bottomless, as well as legitimate, source of revenue.” 

“I hate spies,” Isabella said. 

“Don’t you hate heresy more?” 



The green eyes blazed. “I hate heresy more than anytliing else 
in the world!” 

“Well then?” 

Ferdinand was relentlessly logical. He brought over his Grand 
Inquisitor from Aragon, who pleaded with the queen to complete 
tlie great work of purification she had begun in Seville by striking 
at heresy, which he said was tlie root of it all. “I still hate spies,” 
she said. Did she not, he asked blandly, employ spies in war? And 
was not the extirpation of crypto-Jews a war in behalf of God Him- 
self? 

Ferdinand enlisted the local clergy of Seville, who agreed with 
the Aragonian. It would certainly complete the pacification of the 
province, they said. 

Isabella sought the advice of the deputation of merchants who 
had come to her with their secret appeal for help. Their eyes glinted 
greedily. “Above all things. Your Highness, the secret Jews of Seville 
must be rooted out.” Nothing, they protested, was so injurious to the 
legitimate profit of merchants as the loathsome competition of tlie 
crypto-Jew, who, they said, ought to be boiled in his own heretical 
oil in which he cooked his heretical meat. She remembered the Se* 
govians who had spied on Cabrera. The feeling against the Jew was 
sti'ong and deep and fifteen centuries old. 

“You have shoivn strength that verges on recldessness in enforcing 
all the other laws,” Ferdinand said impatiently. “Why do you always 
shy away like a skittish colt when I so much as mention the enforce- 
ment of this one? Everyone wants to enforce it but you. But you 
would not change the law, would you?” 

“No, I wouldht.” 

“You couldn’t,” he said flatly. “Not even you. It’s far too popular.” 
She did not want to quarrel with him. All her advisors, all her own 
most logical thoughts agreed with him. All her traditional training 
was on his side. Only a voice in her heart whispered that spying, 
even for God, was wrong. But that voice was little and weak, and 
its whisper wasn’t logical. Maybe it was the Devil’s voice. She stilled 
it. . . ^ 

Ferdinand congratulated her when she showed him a letter to the 
Pope in which she requested the Pontiff’s authority to establish an 
Inquisition in Castile. Ferdinand nodded approvingly. “Now you will 
wield such a Sword of Justice that the one you had carried before 
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you when you were crowned will look like a little boy’s toy.” He 
still had not forgotten tliat. 

“Ferdinand?” 

“Yes?” 

“There may be a little boy.” 

“Then for goddness’ sake stay off horses, will you?” 

He had taken her disclosure rather temperately, she thought. Per- 
haps Cabrera’s alarming figures or his enthusiasm for the Inquisi- 
tion was on his mind, drawing him away again just when she tliought 
he was closest. 

Shortly he left for tlie north to keep an eye, as he said, on the 
Portuguese border and not let the war grow too costly. 

In Seville, keeping off horses, she busied herself with a strange 
new invention, in which she saw a great future. A German craftsman 
named Theodore, called Teorodico Aleman, printed the first book 
in Spain. 

It was the Bible. If the crypto-Jews would only read tlie Bible 
perhaps she would not have to institute an Inquisition after aU; for 
after Ferdinand left, the little voice of conscience, or the Devil, began 
to nag at her again. There was always her silver casket. She felt its 
key, and resolved that if, in the slow deliberation that characterized 
Rome’s response to its correspondence, the papal buU should ever 
come, she would lock it up. She also felt her cross. 

Meanwhile she asked Cardinal Mendoza, who wanted an Inquisi- 
tion no more than she did, to prepare a very simple catechism that 
would wean the heretics away from their error. This tlie good man 
did, and preached it from his heart, with an eloquence tliat was not 
to tire for two years. 

Ferdinand’s letters lapsed into their old formal diplomatic style. 
Sometiiimg was worrying him. But he referred only to his hope for 
a prince and warned her to take care of herself. 

“Of the prince, he means,” she thought wearily. 



EABLY in lUE MORNING HOtlBS OF TtnESOAT, JUNE 30, I478, TOE BELLS 

in the great old Moorish tower that served as the belfry for Seville’s 
cathedral began to ring so long and loud that startled citizens leapt 
out of their beds. Church after church took up the ringing, swelling 
the sound with their thousand-voiced bells, till the city trembled 
under an ocean of brazen music in tribute to Isabella. 

Behind the bed curtains Isabella heard the bells through a fog of 
pain. She had not yet spoken. Some of the grandees who crowded 
tlie room were concerned for her; women usually screamed at such 
a time. They resented the curtains, since their privilege, old as their 
titles, permitted them to witness the birth of an Infante or Infanta 
of Castile, to witness actually with their eyes, not symbolically with 
their presence. But Isabella had demanded die curtains. Proud and 
fastidious nonsense, most of the men agreed. No screams had passed 
her lips, because she had bitten them back. 

“Is the queen aU right?” Ferdinand asked. 

He had come spurring down from the watch on die border when 
a herald advised him that Isabella s time was very near. 

The midwife beamed, nodded; then opened the infant’s lacy littie 
garments to show the proud father how great was die gift his wife 
had given him. Ferdinand grinned majestically. Tlie grandees clus- 
tered round. 

Isabella whispered to the midwife, “Is our child a boy?” 

“A beautiful boy. Your Highness.” 

“Please do not lie to humor me. I am awake. I am strong.” 

“Wait till you seel A beautiful, beautiful boy!” 

Ferdinand parted die curtains, kissed her damp brow. “There is 
indeed no doubt about the matter, my dear, I could scarcely tear 
my eyes away for pride and rapture.” 

Isabella wept and thanked God, “Give him to me, darling.” 
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He was a tiny baby, but spotless and perfectly formed. He had 
pale yellow hair. 

“Blue eyes, like yours,” Ferdinand said. 

“Silly, all babies’ eyes are blue.” 

“Look at those arms I” 

Isabella smiled. "Strong, like yours.” But they did not look excep- 
tionally strong. She was just a trifle worried about the Infante’s hint 
of frailty. But mothers always worried, she reassured herself; and 
how can you tell so soon! 

"What shall we cliristen him, Ferdinand?” 

It was Saint John the Baptist’s Day, Ferdinand said. His father 
was John of Aragon. "I want him called John.” 

She nodded, pleased. 

“Give him to me.” 

She took the prince and held him close to her, glad to hear the 
strong high-pitched bawling that came out of his pink searching 
little mouth. 

“Good lungs,” Ferdinand said. 

“Will you leave me alone with him a little while?” 

“Eh? Oh, all right, all right.” He grinned. 

The grandees hushed and tiptoed about the room, and went oS 
to drink die health of the new Prince of tlie Asturias, as if the feeding 
of a baby were something that had to be done in absolute silence. 
The midwife, a jolly fat woman of the people, known as la Herradera, 
the Bucket Biddy, shook with silent laughter and touched her fore- 
head. “Men!” 

The queen kissed the child’s brow— it was Ferdinand’s again—and 
softly stroked his hah, where she could feel the heart beating on top 
of his head. So tipsy, so helpless a head on its weak little neck; her 
hand had to support it But one day the neck would be shong as 
a bull’s, like Ferdinand’s, wliicli had always been somewhat thick; 
and the head would hold itself proud and erect. It would have to be 
strong. It would have to bear the weight of three crowns. “Little 
prince, little prince,” she murmured, “King of Castile, King of Ara- 
gon, King of Sicily.” Nay, perhaps four crowns. One day Prince John 
would marry. What more likely than a Portuguese princess? King of 
all the Spains; united, one, under one crowned head, now so small 
as it nestled against her breast 

“But at the moment Your little Highness does not look as if you 
had many political ambitions.” She smiled. 



Seville and the whole Mngdom celebrated the bhth o£ the Prince 
of the Asturias for three days and three nights. When he was ten 
days old a high-born nurse carried him on a red brocade pillow in 
the midst of a gala procession to be baptized in the cathedral. There, 
in a forest of granite pillars that had been hung with velvet and silk 
and draped with battle flags. Cardinal Mendoza christened him 
John. Outside, among the throngs that could not crowd into even 
tliat mighty church, Ferdinands midget Jester, scarcely three feet 
high, carried a massy silver dish on top of his head so they could look 
down into it and see the baptismal offering that the sovereigns had 
made: it was an enormous gold excelente for which fifty golden duc- 
ats had been melted down to supply the precious metal. 

At the feast that followed the king was in a Jovial mood; he drank 
a glass of wine, applauded the dancers loudly, and pinched Beatriz 
de Bobadilla when once she passed close to him. She danced quicHy 
out of reach. “Prude!” muttered the king. But Isabella’s eyes were 
fixed on him, green; he set down his glass, put on his grave face 
and conversed with the Papal Legate concerning Italian affairs. 

“I think you had better sit beside me, Senora Marqiiesa,” Isabella 
said when the music stopped. 

Beatriz sat down gingerly. Ferdinand’s fingers were sti-ong, 

“Will you come to me alone tonight? I want to talk to you about 
something.” 

“Your Highness! I could not help it. I’m sure it was a mistake. I 
bumped into him. Everybody does diat.” 

“Sh-h-h!” whispered the queen, smiling. “That was nothing.” Then, 
witli a catch in her voice, “Rather you than somebody else. For you, 
Beatriz, I know and love and trust. It is about somediing tiiat I 
heard by chance on the street today.” 


During the procession to the cathedral she had caught the words 
of a couple of tipsy revelers. “Why does he fool around with that 
Aragonian bitch when he can get a legitimate prince in Castile?” 
one asked. 

The other, whose wine had made him philosophical, replied, “He’ll 
stop, hombre,‘ hell stop. He has suffered a great disappointment in 
the Aragonian bitch. Virgen Santisima! Hold your tongue!” He began 
to cheer wildly. “Viva la Reyna! Viva el Principe! Viva. . . .” The 
queen passed by.. - 
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That night she asked, “Beatriz, what does everyone know that I 
do not know?” 

“I do not understand Your Highness.” 

“Please, Beatriz! I have known you so long.” 

“Truly, I do not understand.” 

She would not cry, but her eyes were very bright. “Who is the 
Aragonian bitch who has disappointed my husband?” Such a word 
from Isabella’s prim tongue rocked Beatriz like a thunderbolt. 

“Your Highness forbade me to speak of the king.” 

The tears welled over in spite of all she could do. “Drunkards on 
the street know; only his wife does not know. I beg you to tell me 
what everybody knows that I do not.” 

Beatriz knelt at Isabella’s chair and thi'ew her arms around her. 
Beatriz was crying too. “He couldn’t help it. All men are like that. 
Kings are even worse. He doesn’t see her any more. They say he 
shut her up in a nunnery. He hardly knew her a week. Oh my dear 
friend, how sorry I am you found out. She was a nurse of some kind, 
a nobody.” 

“It is now clear what tire king did,” Isabella said. Her voice was 
so low Beatriz could hardly hear. “Did he acknowledge the child?” 

“Ye-es.” 

“Publicly?” 

“Yes.” 

“There is great honor in him, Beatriz. It took courage to do that.” 

“Yes.” 

Isabella hesitated. “Is the child a boy?” 

“A girl.” 

“Ah!” 

She was raking the ashes for sparks of hope. There was a little 
spark in this for she had given him a prince. 

“What is his child’s name?” 

“Joanna.” 

“Joanna was his mother’s name. The king has strong family feel- 
ing” 

“Yes.” 

“How old is the king’s little girl?” 

“Two, I think.” 

She thought back. It must have been about the time when Fer- 
dinand was resentful of ber being crowned alone. She did not say 
any more because there was nothing more to say. She rested her 
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head against Beatriz’ shoulder. Beatriz dressed extravagantly, as 
always; the velvet shoulder was soft and warm. 

Beati-iz said, "Can I get you a glass of milk?” 

“I wonder if you would fetch me a sip of brandy? No, rather more 
than a sip. Do not let the maids see you.” 

Beatriz ran to her room. With a shaking hand she poured a little 
glassful of brandy from one of Cabrera’s Venetian decanters. The 
Marques of Moya turned over in bed. "What in the name of all 
the saints are you doing?” 

"Go back to sleep!” she snapped at him. 

Isabella did not mention the matter to Beatriz again, nor did she 
mention it to Ferdinand. But she could not hide her feeling of hurt, 
of shock and, oddly, of shame like a personal shame, 

Cabrera said to his wife, “What were you doing with my brandy 
in the middle of the night?” 

“The queen wanted some,” Beatriz said. 

“Isabella? Wanted hrandtjT 

“She heard about the king’s searnd bastard.” 

“Who was cruel enough to tell her?” 

“Not I, be assured. She picked it up on the street.” 

“What miserable luck. What damnably miserable luck. Still—” he 
shrugged— “she was bound to find out sooner or later after the public 
acknowledgment in Aragon.” 

“Ferdinand i.s a beast.” 

“In the finest tradition of sovereigns. At least he acknowledges 
them.” 

“Isabella said she thought that was brave of him. She is the brave 
one. Fm glad I’m not married to him.” 

Cabrera rubbed his chin reflectively. “It can’t be easy." 

Though Isabella did not reproach the king he sensed a deep 
change in her. He tried to joke witli her, but she did not laugh. He 
grew angr)^; she did not ask why. He overwhelmed her with atten- 
tion, mixing in his mind the dynast with the lover, for since she had 
given him one prince he was convinced she could give him another. 
She was dutifully, distantly .submissive. 

“Isabella?” 

“Yes?” 

“What is bxmbling you?” 

She looked at him. It pained her a little to see him wince and 
drop his eyes. She did not like to watch her idol crumble. 
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“I knew you d find out about Joanna/’ he blurted out. “I couldn’t 
face, you after I acknowledged her, and I stayed away as much as 
I could.” 

He was being honest, she thought, 

“It was hard to endure,” she said, “tliat you and I were married 
when Joanna was bom, whereas you did not even know me when 
you had your first iUegitiraate child.” 

His defense was ingenious. If he did not deeply love her, he said, 
would he have feared her finding out about the child? Did not kings 
flaunt their mistresses in their queens’ faces all over Europe? Nay, 
did they not proclaim national holidays when their bastards w^ere 
born, just as they did for legitimate princes? He had done no such 
heartless thing, he said, because he loved his wife. 

He sounded sincere. His handsome face was pale and in deadly 
earnest. What he said about other kings was notoriously true, even 
of die ugly ones. How much greater Ferdinand’s temptations must 
be. 

“But if,” he said emphatically, “I dallied with a wanton in a mo- 
ment of pique, that does not mean that I shall not love my innocent 
bastard child.” 

How infinitely more difficult it was to know one man than a nation 
of men! Perhaps, as the Bishop of Seville had told her, she was asking 
too much. She supposed she always would, and often not get what 
she asked for. By a curious transference of her own great pride it 
hurt her to hear him apologize. She was so much a part of him tliat 
she felt herself degraded by his degradation of himself. 

“I didn’t scold you, Ferdinand,” 

That wasn’t enough; he wished she would. “It would be easier 
if you did.” 

“It is not in my heart to. You see, I love you too.” 

“I am forgiven?” 

Formal Ferdinandl He wanted his ego te absolve, neatly, tiiat his 
conscience might be purged and he might get on with iiis work. 

“From my heart,” she smiled. 

“On my sacred honor, Isabella, I’U never hurt you again!” 

To the Sevillanos notlilng had changed, and Hie royal lovers still 
strolled in the alcazar gardens, though summer wore into autumn, 
the flowers faded, the golden fruits dropped to the ground and tlie 
year went into its colorless winter rest. 
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The conviction that she asked too much and would not get it 
simply by asking bore in upon her heart. Her chin went up. If she 
could not get it by asking, then she would earn it. She was not vain 
but she was far too honest with herself to deny that she had more 
than her share of beauty. Reports of Ferdinand’s mistresses attrib- 
uted no great beauty to diem. Since he seemed to demand more 
than beauty she resolved that she would force him to respect her 
as no man had ever respected a woman before. She had read more 
widely dian was common among the highborn, even die stories of 
Boccaccio, diough she hid die naughty volume because she knew 
Ferdinand would not approve of it It had always struck her as 
strange that the great enchantresses of men were extraordinary first, 
beautiful as if only by an afterthought shall not lose him if I ac- 
complish diings.” 

Outside the Httie world of her heart the great world spun, full 
of its great affairs. That winter most of them were sad. 

In Barcelona, at the age of eighty-three, in full course of majestic 
good health, King John of Aragon suddenly died in his sleep. Fer- 
^nand had to go at once to Aragon, to buiy his father in stately 
pomp and assume his father’s crown. “I am reluctant to leave, my 
dear. It will be a tedious lengthy time. But I am determined that 
every one of my father’s vassals must swear me homage in person.” 
She knew he had a complete list of them, in alphabetical order, 
neatly packed in a saddle bag. As each one swore a secretary would 
check off his name with a heavy red pencil. 

"I’ll ride with you part of the wayl” 

He looked at her searciungly. "Are you quite sure it’s all right for 
you to ride?” 

"I never felt better in my Hfe.” Isabella laughed. 

"I’ll have to ti'avel fast.” 

"I can too.” 

To Spaniards, who loved the spectacular in their reverence for 
death, there was nothing inconsistent in the behavior of the long 
royal cavalcade that thundered towards the north on horses capar- 
isoned in mourning through towns draped in black to the tolling of 
funeral bells. The crowds solemnly cheered the b’ng who was gal- 
loping to pay his last re.spects to his dead father, the queen who bore 
liim company. 

As they passed the Sierra Morena and entered tlie cold Castilian 
■ ' ■ . . [aiS.-] ^ , 



uplands the wind whipped Isabella’s cheeks so pink that Feaxlinand 
compared them with the peaches of the south. She called him honey- 
tongue, and shared his quiet laughter. 

Out of earshot behind them Beatriz de Bobadilla said to her hus- 
band, “I’m frightfully worried. She is three months with child, and 
the Idng does not know.” 

Isabella accompanied liim as far as Toledo. 

“I wish you could go on,” Ferdinand said. “Aragon has never seen 
my queen.” 

“Aragon will welcome me more warmly when we can bring them 
their Prince,” she said practically. 

“At any rate,” he said, “I suppose one of us has to stay behind 
to watch the border. Portugal will surely strike again, now tiiat I 
am away.” 

Isabella smiled. “I don’t think so.” 

“Your instinct is sometimes right.” 

Her confidence was based on more than instinct, but she could 
not tell him what it was without offending him. Isabella was engaged 
for the first time in her life in some highly secret diplomacy. 

The cavalcade separated, the king and his escort pressing on 
towards Barcelona, the queen and her suite remaining as guests of 
Cardinal Mendoza. 

Beatriz approached her diffidently. “Do rest. Your Highness.” 

Isabella was in great bodily discomfort. “I shall have to, Beatiiz, 
for a while.’’ 

But it was only for a while. She was saddened by reports which 
Mendoza gave her of Carrillo’s rapidly failing health. He was in re- 
tirement in Alcala de Heneres only a few miles away. She sent him 
a warm invitation to come to see her. He replied peevishly that he 
could not afford to ti-avel, being beggared, as he put it, by the con- 
fiscation of his revenues. She did not want to quarrel with die sick 
old friend of her youth and increased the amount she allowed him, 
which had always been enough to live on comfortably but not enough 
to pay a private army or to waste on costly alchemistical experiments. 
Then she rode to see him, since he would not come to her. 

The archbishop was pitifully changed, greatly aged and broken 
in spirit. He was too weak to rise from his couch to greet her. His 
necromancer and liis astrologer padded back and forth outside his 
door. There was a suspicious smeH of chemicals in the air. He spoke 
of her youth in a rambling old-man’s way; he did not speak of the 
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future. It was a painful interview and she wondered why she had 
made it. But in a few days she was glad she had, for Archbishop 
Carrillo died. 

Then it was tliat she discovered why the odor of chemicals still 
hung about tlie house. He had gone deeply into debt to continue 
his futile experiments. She paid his debts and prepared an order 
of banislnnent for Doctor Alarcon and El Beato; but the wolves that 
had preyed on the old man s greed and foolishness had disappeared, 
tiieir purses well lined with real gold tliat they could not make for 
him. 

While heralds sped over the roads between Portugal and Toledo, 
between Toledo and Rome, Isabella rode to Arevalo to see her 
mother. At very infrequent intervals she had paused in her crowded 
career to make this pilgrimage of duty, preferring usually to provide 
for the Dowager Queens comfort and care through subordinates 
whose kindness and training she trusted. Isabella could visit the tomb 
of her father with joy, in the calmness of faith; hut to visit the living 
sepulchre of her mother s mind filled her with dread. Yet she was 
impelled to the visit, Carrillo had died; Ferdinand’s father had died; 
the mad die too. 

But .she knew there was another reason; none of licr love but much 
of her idolatry of Ferdinand had died also. She wanted to run to 
her motl'ier, as often when a child she had run to her to be comforted 
when she hurt herself. 

It was a mistake. The river of time could not be turned back. 
The woman could not become a child again. Nay, the roles w'^ere 
reversed, and it was the mother who had become the child. The old 
queen, though still alive, had ti'aveled the wheel of life full turn, 
from infancy through stormy active years and back again to infancy. 
She was perfectly well. She was i^ink and fat, and cooed hai^pily 
like a baby. 

Isabella bent and kissed the thin white hair of her mother s head, 
half-expecting to feel with her lips the heartbeat there. 

It was impossible to exchange a single thought Faces, ge.siures, 
words, all had lo.st their meaning. 

Isabella tiptoed out of tlie room as she might have tiptoed out of 
a nursery wlic;re a tired child had just fallen asleep. 

Had the helpless invalid been anyone but her mother, Isabella 
w'ould not have been disti-essed. Everything was being done that 
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affection and money could do. But once she had Iain in that mad- 
womans womb; another child now lay in her own. Far, far in the 
back of her mind, thrust down by a fierce effort of will, there was 
always the fear that her body might be a carrier of madness. 



IN PORTUGAL TBERE LIVED A QUICK-WITTED OLD LADY WITH ROYAL BLOOD 

in her veins, sister of Isabella’s mother, who had also been a Portu- 
guese princess. Sometimes it seemed to Isabella that Nature was 
cruelly capricious, prodigal of gifts to one sibling, niggardly with 
another; for Aunt Beatiiz, whom Isabella had called “Aunty Portu- 
gal” as a little girl, was as sharp as her mother was childish. It was 
as if Nature had exhausted itself in endowing Aunty Portugal’s mind 
and found no intelligence left over for Isabella’s mother. There were 
frightening overtones in that. 

By a quirk in the complicated intermarriages that characterized 
royalty, Aunt Beatriz of Portugal was also the Portuguese king’s 
sister-in-law. Beatriz did not like him, and she considered his De- 
cember-May marriage with Httle La Beltraneja the height of undig- 
nified nonsense. Moreover, she was careful how she spent her own 
revenues and she was outraged at die cost of the war between Por- 
tugal and Castile, for it was a drain on the Portuguese treasury also. 

She had written to Isabella in secret, fortlirightly expressing her 
disgust with the war and asking for Isabella’s views. “My brother- 
in-law, the king,” she said, “has gone up to France to solicit the help 
of diat rascally Louis. Louis has put him off for months, saying 
neither aye nor nay, entertaining him lavishly but never once com- 
mitting himself. This can only mean that Louis considers our war a 
stalemate, for he always jumps in on the winning side. Meanwhile 
Portugal and Castile both pay huge amounts to armies who do noth- 
ing to earn their keep. Even as a girl you possessed wonderfully 
good sense. Give me your thoughts, my dear niece. You can write 
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me in complete confidence on this matter through my herald, who, 
to my eye, with his harp and his motley, presents ttie picture of a 
mast convincing minstrel. 

“No doubt/’ she continued, “you will want to consult Ferdinand. 
Yet I wish you would not. He would only construe this missive of 
mine as a confession of Portugal’s weakness. Believe me, we are as 
strong as you are. That is the pity of this war; that is why it is a 
stalemate. That and the stubbornness of proud men,” 

Since Aunt Beatriz had pointedly by-passed Ferdinand, Isabella 
could not show him the letter without offense to his pride. Nor did 
she particularly want to. For here was a chance to end the war. Fer- 
dinand would respect her for that, if she could end it on terms sirifi- 
ciently favorable to Castile. 

Noncommittally she replied tliat Ferdinand too would shortly be 
away, the death of his father requiring his presence in Aragon. No 
doubt, she said subtly, he would raise a great army there to fight 
Portugal. That would be sad, she said, since she too wanted peace. 
She would not concede to her aunt that Portugal was as strong as 
Castile. 

There were other secret dispatches, but the big beginning had 
been made, the ice had been broken. 

Early in May in advancing pregnancy she rode the hundred and 
forty miles from Toledo to Alcantara on the Portuguese border, 
taking with her no one but Pulgar her secretary, Beatriz de Boba- 
dilla and a small escort of caballeros. One would have supj»osed the 
little groiip some minor gentry from some inconsequential estate. 

The motion of tiu.i horse no longer made her feel sick, but the 
child had grown heavier and she could not ride fast because of the 
jolting. 

Aunt Beatriz of Portugal was already there, waiting for her. How' 
exactly she looked as Isabella’s mother should have loolcedi 

She greeted her niece wnth affection and more than family admira- 
tion. “What a Ijeautiful creature you grew up to be, sobrina raia! 
I too had hair like that once. It’s the blonde English blood in us, 
you know.” Then her sharp eyes traveled downiward. “Maria 
Santisima! 1 had no ideal You have not announced this. I should 
never have dared suggest that we meet if I had known.” 

“Even Ferdinand doesn’t know.” 

Aunty Portiigfd did not ask why. She was far too shrew^d to pry 
f eio l 



into their personal liveSj especially after Ferdinand had acknowl- 
edged two bastards. 

But she was glad Ferdinand was away; she knew she could have 
wrung no concessions from him. The absence of men, -with their 
touchy pride and their intenninable bickering over details, would en- 
able her and her niece to cut to the heart of the matter quickly. 

“You will not want to stay long, I expect,” she said. “Fortunately 
you can speak with authority for Castile. As for Portugal, I flatter 
myself that I can convince Alfonso, the silly old goat” 

“I shall stay as long as I must, dear aunt. We will try to convince 
our men.” 

Aunty Portugal settled down to a duel of wits in which she knew 
herself to excel, confident that Portugal would profit by any nego- 
tiations in which she took part. 

“Alfonso should never have married that poor little girl,” Isabella 
said. “IPs unnatural.” 

Beatriz of Portugal shrugged. “I told him not to, but now the dam- 
age is done.” 

“I think it can be rectified,” Isabella said, smiling ingenuously. 

“Over his dead fat body! He will never give up his bride.” 

“Then you must persuade him to. That dreadful marriage is the 
biggest obstacle to peace.” 

“My dear, there are limits to my persuasive powers.” 

That marriage was also Portugal’s biggest diplomatic advantage. 

“Then I must help you persuade him.” 

Not for nothing had Isabella’s heralds been flying to Rome as well 
as to Portugal. Her rej)resentatives at the papal court had vigorously 
protested the bull that peimitted Alfonso to marry La Beltraneja, 
pointing out tliat it had brought on a war between Ghiistian nations 
when all Christendom ought to be fighting the Turk, whose conquests 
continued in the East, and tiiie Moor, who was increasingly restive 
in Granada. 

Now Isabella had received a reply, which she showed to her good 
but thoroughly Portuguese aunt. It was couched in cautious language 
biit it left no doubt that the Pope would reconsider the matter and 
annul the troublesome marriage. 

Beatriz of Portugal’s face fell. 

“This is heavy artillery, my dear. Like yom' guns at Toro. I was 
not quite prepared for tills.” 
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"Aimtj^ Portugal, is it right for an old uncle to many a teen-aged 
niece?" 

“The Holy Father seems to agree that it isn’t.” She sighed. “You 
leave me very little to bargain with, Isabella.” 

Isabella had left Portugal even less than Aunt Beatrix realized. 
In France the wily King Louis learned, through his network of spies, 
what was afoot in the papal court; he guessed wdio would win and 
made a quick turnabout in his foreign policy. He withdrew recogni- 
tion from Alfonso and sent him back on a slow ship to Portugal 
empty-handed, with many pious words on the wickedness of marry- 
ing youngsters. At the same time he dispatched letters to Isabella 
and Ferdinand addressing them as Most High and Mighty, True 
and Rightful Sovereigns of Castile, Le6n, Aragon and Sicily. Slyly 
he congratulated Isabella on the expected Infante or Infanta and 
expressed his hope that she and her aunt would come to terms on a 
peace treaty. 

Shortly the Pope issued the bull declaring Alfonso’s marriage with 
La Beltraneja null and void ab initio. 

From Aragon Ferdinand wrote, “How is it, mi sefiora, that I must 
learn from the King of France that my wife is expecting a baby? 
How is it that you are engaged in diplomatic matters of which I 
know nothing? Nevertheless, God bless you in both your glorious 
endeavors and bring them to happy fruition. I long to be at your 
side. Only the stubbornness of some factious vassals keeps me from 
you. I will crush them. Do thou do likewise. Crush Portugal, prefer- 
ably by marrying our children with Portuguese Infantes. I kiss your 
hands and feet, God keei^ you. Ferdinand.” 

Beatrix of Portugal too favored intermarriage among royal fami- 
lies; it was traditional and it offered the best means yet devised of 
keeping a peace once made. 

Soon Isabella was able to write to her husband, “I send you the 
terms of a treaty, mi senor, wliich lacks only your signature (and 
Alfonso’s, of course. He is stiff at sea. ) to become effective and end 
tills profitless war. I am well in body and spirit. I love you. Your 
wife.” 

It was a treaty that years of war could not have wrung from 
Alfonso the African. 

Alfonso gave up all claim to the throne of Castile, and agreed 
even to stop quartering Castilian arms on his personal standard, a 
stinging rebuke to liis pride. 
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Little La Beltraneja, now on the marriage market again with her 
dangerous claim to Castile, agreed to marry no one but Prince John, 
Isabella’s son, thirteen years her junior. Or else go into a nunnery. 
Ferdinand laughed heartily at that. Isabella had effectively blocked 
La Beltraneja’s alliance with anyone except a prince too young to 
accept. With her withered pretensions to Henry the Impotent’s 
crown, La Beltraneja elected the nunnery, as Isabella had known 
she would. 

There was to be another royal marriage; their daughter the In- 
fanta Isabella would marry a younger son of the Portuguese king. 
This had good chance of success, for die cMldi'en were about of an 
age. 

Ferdinand wondered what security Isabella had given shrewd 
Aunt Beatriz that this marriage would be performed when die chil- 
dren were old enough. So far the treaty gave nothing to Portugal 
Running his eye down the list of provisions he found the security, 
the sop to Portugal’s pride. At first he was startled. Prince John and 
the Infanta Isabella were to be delivered into the custody of Bea- 
tiiz of Portugal. It did not seem like Isabella to part with her chil- 
dren. Then he smiled. There would be no separation. True, the 
Infantes were to live widi their great-aunt, but not in Portugal, not 
even in some frontier city. Beatriz of Portugal agreed to set up resi- 
dence in the city of Moya, a stone’s throw from Toledo in die very 
heart of Castilel “It is difficult to teU,” Ferdinand wrote, “who are 
the hostages, die children or your Aunty Portugal. From the geo- 
graphical point of view the hostage is most certainly your aunty. 
Alfonso would be a fool to sign. But then, of course, he is. Do not 
tarry too long in Alcantara. If you do not take a litter home I will 
poison all your horses,” 

“No one is actually a hostage,” she answered. “It only appears 
tiiat way. The children will have their own tutors as usual and 
Aunty Portugal will simply run the house. She is charming, culti- 
vated and reasonable. We shall spend much time there. The cliildren 
will leam Portuguese; I was always glad I knew it. As for my journey 
home, I promise to take a litter. You need not poison horses; there 
are far too few of them in our realm. Why is it that so many men 
prefer to ride mules in Spain? I think strange thoughts these days.” 
She was extremely feed. Her greatest worry, she told Ferdinand, 
was that Alfonso might refuse to sign, “though I really do not see how 
he can help it” 



When Alfonso, who had been seasick on the voyage, disembarked 
at Lisbon, he found his marriage annulled, his bride in a convent 
and his capable sister-in-law in Castile. The forces that Isabella had 
marshalled against him were so strong that the treaty— it already had 
a humiliating nickname— was in effect without his signature. He 
saw with a sense of frasti*ation that nobody cared whether he signed 
or not. 

He was beaten; by women. In a rage he affixed his name to tiie 
document he hated, calling it by the name that everyone called it in 
secret, The Petticoat Treaty, cursing all females, especially Isabella 
of Castile. 

Then he did an astonisliing thing. He abdicated. He tore off his 
sword and crown and exchanged them for the rope girdle and russet 
cowl of a monk. He retired to the monastery of Varatojo on a bleak 
and wind-swept promontory near the ocean where he could watch 
the restless waves over which, when he was young, he had sailed to 
fight the Moors and win for himself the name of Alfonso the African. 
His eldest son, Dom JoSo, ascended his dirone. 

To create the treaty tliat ended the Portuguese War of Succession, 
driven as she was to accomplish it almost singlelianded, had cost 
Isabella dear. Her body had pleaded for rest, her mind for repose. 
Instead, she had ridden hundreds of miles and spent weary sleep- 
less nights reading and dictating complicated diplomatic corre- 
spondence, every word of which would be scrutinized by shrewd 
and self-seeking statesmen. Men were not so constructed, Isabella 
thought wryly, that they needed to conserve some part of their 
strength to bring children into this world. The mental and physical 
strain had been severe. But, reading Ferdinand’s gloving praise of 
her as she made her way slowly back to Toledo in a litter, she thought 
that her effort had been worth the cost. The crowds were encourag- 
ing too. At every crossroad they turned out to cheer her, especially 
the common soldiers who were trooping back to their homes from 
their long watch on the border, which now was at peace. 

In Toledo she bore a daughter. The baby looked strangely, eerily 
old. It was sluggish and unresponsive. Its forehead was bulbous and 
liigh, too high to look like Ferdinand’s. 

Ferdinand was still in Aragon. 

She christened it quickly, not knowing how long it would live. ‘T 
have named our daughter Joanna, after your mother,” .she wrote. 



She could not in honesty say the child was beautiful “She is very 
quiet and sweet.” 



SHE WATCEIED FERDINAKd’s FIRST WARM FLOOD OF ADMIRATION SUBSIDE 
into chilly impersonal approval of her statecraft. True, he admitted, 
she had ended the war on astonishingly favorable terms for Castile. 
True, he could not have won such terms without an enormous out- 
pouring of blood and treasure. And true, he said, he would have 
done exactly as she had done if he had been a woman, if he had had 
an Aunty Portugal 

She had forced him to respect her. But she was left with a weary 
feeling that somehow she had stolen his thunder. 

His tight Hps and formal manner whenever he spoke of the ugly 
little princess were also significant, and disheartening. He did not 
reproach her; he did not say, as some men might have said, “You 
rode horses in your last months and tliat is why our cluld acts like 
an idiot” 

“But next time,” she vowed to herself, “he shall win the war.” For 
Ferdinand, to judge by his attitude, was jealous of hei*. 

He was also suspicious. She had done too much by herself, 

“What else are you hiding, Isabella? Diplomacy is a sticky oil, and 
once it wets you, you never dry.” 

She admitted that tlie Pope’s reply had come from Rome and that 
an Inquisition to root out heresy from Castile would have the sanc- 
tion of the Holy See. 

He leapt like a tiger at her disclosure. 

“This is momentous news! Tliis is the Sword of Justice we should 
have wielded long since. But I see no Inquisition in Castile,” 

“I locked the Popes reply up in my casket.” 

“You slieatiied your sword,” he accused her. “How, pray, do you 
propose to pay for the war? How will you pay back your debt to 
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I the Church? Unless my memory for figures fails me, and I assure 

you it does not, you owe tliirty million maravedis, and the sum is 
now due.” 

) “The Ghuich has not pressed us.” 

1 “It will.” 

“We will pay.” 

“You have a most disconcerting way of saying we,’ my dear.” 

“That is because we share in everything.” 

“It makes me extremely uncomfortable to share a debt of thirt}^ 
million maravedis.” 

“We will manage.” 

“How will we manage tliirty million maravedis without an Inqiii- 
! sMon? Be reasonable, Isabella ” 

i The thought struck him that the papal bull might be limited in 

: scope. Or perhaps she was only pretending to have received it. “Is 

i the King of Castile permitted to read die queen’s correspondence?” 

I “Ferdinand, please don’t be sarcastic.” 

She detached the key from the chain that held her cross. He lifted 
j the lid of the silver casket and found himself gazing down at a some- 

what disorderly hoard of all the big and little personal tilings that 
Isabella treasured or kept secret from die world: the first milk tooth 
shed by their daughter; his own letters that began mi sehora, these 
much fondled and worn; the jewels he had given her when he came 
disguised to wed her. There was also a heavy parchment scroll. 

He said in a softer voice, “I did not mean to be sarcavStic, I was 
only afraid you had stretched the truth a bit to please me.” He pulled 
out the scroll and settled back to read the Pope's reply. Presently 
j he found himself whistling in astonishment. 

, “Sehora mia, you must have bewitched the Holy Father himself! In 

^ Aragon I enjoy no such sweeping power as diis will give me in 

: Castile!” His face shone with satisfaction; nowhere did the bull men- 

tion Isabella alone; her name was coupled throughout with his; this 
was something he was delighted to share with her. “The beauty of 
this,” he exclaimed, tapping the parchment till the leaden seals of 
the Ax:>ostles on their colored ribbons gave out a doleful little rattle, 
“the surpassing beauty of this is that you and I appoint the inquisi- 
tors. The Church abdicates all control over our Inquisition. This is 
something entirely new in authority lor kings. You are thorough, 
Isabella,” 

“I try to be,” she said. It was enough that he praised her. Slie did 
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not tell him how stubbornly she had argued for the right to name the 
inquisitors. Rome was far away and full of the whole world’s affairs; 
she was close at hand and could temper the zeal of her Spanish 
inquisitors, for they would hold office only during her pleasure. She 
might even, if she chose, never appoint any at all, 

“We must publish this at once,” Ferdinand said positively. “We 
will pay all our debts in a week, and win many souls to God,” 

She answered him evenly, “It seems to me you are putting the 
cart before the horse.” Her chin was up and her eyes were green, 
and Ferdinand knew he must walk warily, on this of all subjects. 
She took the bull and locked it up again; die Hd came down with a 
decisive snap. He shrugged, smiling. He could not publish it alone. 
But he was a patient man. 

“If that is not your way, my dear, what is?” 

“Cardinal Mendoza’s catechism is being preached everywhere. It 
is making many converts.” 

“Not many. I’ve followed it.” 

“Even a few, won without fear, are good at the start.” 

“They are aU poor.” 

“More will follow, rich as well as poor.” 

“Slow, slow, slow.” 

“Such work should be slow.” 

“And our huge debt?” 

“That indeed must be paid at once.” 

He looked at her. 

She said, “I am going to repossess all the Crown Lands diat Henry 
gave away.” 

Slowly the enormity of her simple statement sank into Ferdinand’s 
neat and orderly mind. Hemy the Impotent, who could never say 
no to a suitor, had flung broadcast the patrimony of llie *Crown, a 
castle to one, an estate to another, rents, revenues, titles, privileges, 
aU with witless extravagance. Over the years he had beggared him- 
self to enrich his rapacious vassals. All that he had squandered 
Isabella was now proposing to take back. It would be an uncompro- 
misingly autocratic act. 

Ferdinand frowned. “You are right, of course,” he said slowly. “I 
had to do the same thing in Aragon, on a somewhat smaller scale. 
I’ll help all I can. We shan’t be popular, you know. There will be a 
great deal of spilt blood. It means war against your great nobles. It 
will take all your guns.” 
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“We are going to try to do it with, votes ” 

“Votesf’\He burst out laughing. "Votes!” 

It could not .have happened in Aragon, which faced a sea and 
breathed soft air and had learned to compromise with its soul. But it 
happened in Castile, the land of stones and saints, where notliing 
came in half-measure and miracles were common. Isabella convoked 
the Cortes of 1480, a parliament that immediately became famous 
throughout Europe for its unprecedented acts of devotion to her. 
It was the most brilliant assembly Castile had witnessed for many 
years, composed of gold-mitred bishops, the Knights of Santiago de 
Campostella In their white mantles blazoned with die Hly-hilted 
sword of Saint James, the Knights of Calatrava in tlieir green ribbons 
and crosses, of dukes, marquises and counts in tlieir ermine and 
jeweled coronets; and, outnumbering aU. the grandees and prelates, 
the sober, proud Castilian representatives of tlie towns. These 
burghers were dressed in velvet, for the realm was prosperous and 
at peace. It seemed to Ferdinand, looking down from his throne at 
the great assembly, that Castilian faces were remarkably alike, as if 
everyone were everyone else’s first cousin. No such family resem- 
blance characterized the Aragonian assemblies over which he had 
presided. But perhaps, he mused, tliis odd similarity was merely the 
result of their ail thinking the same tlioughts. 

They were not looking at him. Their eyes were fixed on the slender 
beautiful woman who was their queen, queen by right and by war, 
a war slie had brought to a victorious end. The crown that King 
Henry had tarnished shone like fire on her copper hair. Ferdinand’s 
rubies blazed at her throat. The budding Princess Isabella stood be- 
side her, her double in exquisite miniature. Behind her, white-haired 
and regal, sat Aunt Beatriz of Portugal, living symbol of Portuguese 
friendship, with tine other Infantes. Isabella had restored order 
where before there was anarchy, justice where before there was 
lawlessness, prosperity where there had been poverty, peace where 
there had been war. Now she wanted something from them. Nay, 
she wanted a great deal, for her work had only begun. 

With utmost candor but without a trace of diffidence she told 
them what the Crown desired, not as a favor but as a right, to right 
a wrong. “.For if you had come to us, instead of the other way round,” 
she said, "and told us tiiat our predecessor had unlawfully deprived 
you of certain estates, you must believe our word that we would 
have restored tliem to you,” 
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Slie had never broken her word. They believed her. 

Even if some of the grandees had not, Ferdinand suspected, tliey 
would have had to pretend to. The clergy, the commons and most 
of their peers were solidly against them. 

The result was a massive disgorgement of revenue by the richest 
feudal Houses of Spain; the Grand Admiral resigned 240,000 mara- 
vedis of liis annual income; the Duke of Medina Sidonia, 180,000. 
Cardinal Mendoza lost heavily, and Don Beltran de la Cueva, in a 
romantic burst of loyalty, cheerfully forfeited more than any of the 
others, the enormous sum of 1,400,000 maravedis. All told, the res- 
toration to the Grown was more than Isabella’s debt. She paid back 
the Chmch. 

““you got your thirty millions,” Ferdinand said, “not for a year but 
for life! CarriUo could not make gold with all his magic, but you can, 
by some black magic all your own. Isabella, Isabella, what are 3mu 
made of?” 

“We had the votes,” she said. 

He shook his head. “First you had their hearts. That is an art 
I shall never possess.” 

“You have mine.” 

“You know what I mean,” he .smiled, 

Isabella and her consort Ferdinand emerged from the celebrated 
Cortes of 1480 as absolute monarchs. She began to spend her 
great revenues in ways that at first he judged foolish. Why should 
she pension widows and orphans of fallen soldiers at her own ex- 
pense, or settle disabled veterans on little farms donated by the 
Grown? No one had ever done tliat before, at least no one since 
Caesar. 

But she also spent herself. She gave him a gift as much to his 
taste as cream to a cat. Far to tire south in New Castile beyond the 
Sierra Morena the Knights of Santiago assembled in solemn con- 
clave. The Grand Master of the Order had just died. Like cardinals 
electing a new Pope the leaders of the Order were voting behind 
locked doors to elect one of their number his .successor. Unlike cardi- 
nals they could not hold their tongue. The succession was in dispute 
and the secret leaked out Here was something tliat only she could 
give Ferdinand, and it was difficult for her to imagine hov/ he could 
possibly be jealous or moody afterward— if only she could get it— 

It was bad that the Knights were bickering. They only did diat in 
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peacetime, when no natural leader arose to win the honor for him- 
self by liis own hghting prowess. But she almost hoped that the 
bickering would continue till she could get tliere. 

She took horse at once from Valladolid and rode almost as fast- 
lacking only the sharp spurs-as she had ridden to Segovia to save 
her daughter. She arrived in a pouring rain, chenched to the .skin. 
She knocked at the great locked door and asked to he admitted. 

XJttcaiy astonished by the sudden appearance of their queen, the 
Knights let her into tlie secret Chapter where no woman had ever 
set foot before. 

The sight of her touched their hearts and tipped the scale of the 
election. She was weary and travel-stained; her wet clothing clung 
to her slender body. The Knights were comfortable and dry, their 
flowing mantles immaculately clean. She had wanted something so 
terribly, not for herself but for her husband, that she had ridden 
forty leagues to request it. She could not command the Honor. But 
she shamed them. 

“We were ratlier wavering towards Don Alonso de Cardenas, 
Your Highness,” one of the officers said. Don Alonso was a famous 
grandee of the great House of Cardenas. 

“The king should rightfully lead the Knights as he leads all other 
fighters for Spain,” she reiilied. “Elect the king, and I promise he 
will resign in Don Alonso’s favor, provided only the Grand Master- 
ship rests in the Grown.” 

Isabella’.s gift to the king stretched far into tlie future, beyond 
Ferdinand, beyond little Prince John, reaching out to touch all the 
other kings of Spain to come, in whom her blood would flow witlr 
Ferdinands. 

The Knights elected Ferdinand. She had solved a difficult prob- 
lem, breaking a deadlock with hurt to no one’s pride, for at once, 
in Ferdinand’s name, she airpointed Alonso de Cardenas. 

She had come with tlie wind, she was gone with the wind, for slie 
could not rest till she presented Ferdinand with one of the most 
coveted privileges in Castile, the right to appoint the Grand Master 
of the greatest of all the Military Orders. 

Later the Knights wondered whether she might not have been 
some beautiful witch borne in on the dark wings of the storm. But 
by then there was nothing they could do about it and shortly a her- 
ald apiDcared with a gorgeously engrossed scroll signed lo El Rey, 
lo La Reyna, confirming Don Alonso de Cardenas in liis exalted post 



a,s Grand Master o£ Santiago, He was a good man and he was im- 
mensely grateful to Isabella. 

“You should appoint the heads of the other Orders, too,” Isabella 
said to Ferdinand. “That should be easy now.” 

Nothing had given him so much pleasure since the birth of Prince 
John. “I iliink you flew clown on a bat,” he said, kissing her. 

“Ferdinand?” 

“Yes, my dear*?” He was all smiles. 

“I want something from you.” 

“Anytliing.’ 

“That horse was unconscionably slow.” 

“It was the fastest one in the stables.” 

“I want a better breed of horses in Spain.” 

“So do I,” he reflected. “But I do not believe anyone, not even you, 
can ever coax the Spaniard off his mule.” 

“We can try.” 

“Hm-m. Spanish horses used to be the best in the world, before 
the Crusades ended.” 

“I don’t believe they’re finished yet, any more than Spanish horses. 
The blood is still good; aU they lack is speed. Would you be willing 
to encourage horse racing among the grandees? That will better the 
breed.” 

“Slowly, slowly, Isabella! You think too fast. Better the breed of 
what, the horses or the grandees?” 

“You are purposely confusing me,” she laughed. “Of the horses, 
natm-ally. The English king races horses all the time.” 

He saw she was serious. “I’ll try,” he said. 

But the Spaniards did not take to horse racing. It was colorless 
compared with bullfighting and it seemed rather poititloss. One 
Caballero said to her, “It has already been established that one horse 
can run faster than another. Why prove it further, Your Highness?” 

“They love you,” Ferdinand said, “but I think they resent your 
sheathing die horns of their bulls.” 

“Then we must try something else. I am not a spoils jiort, but I do 
not like waste. There cue other sports.” 

She threw open great areas of royal hunting preservc:s, inviting 
scores of nobles to hunt her game. The occasions were festive. She 
and the king would often compete with their guests. It was difficult 
to beat Ferdinand to a kill. But the royal prizes were so substantial 
and bestowed so graciously that she made fast houses fashionable. 
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The grandees vied with one another to coax even greater speed 
and endurance out of their hunters. She sent ships to the Barbaiy 
Coast for Arab stallions, an experiment so successful diat it gave a 
name to a powerful new breed called the Spanish Barb. 

During one of these hunts two fiery young Caballeros, tfie Gonde 
de Luna and the Gonde de Valencia, had a quarrel over some- 
thing trivial. Since the queen was nearby, vividly beautiful in a 
green hunting costume, a jaunty green feather in her pert little cap 
over her wind-blown curls, they were anxious to distinguish them- 
selves. Their voices rose and their swords leapt out. A circle gravely 
formed to watch them kill each other. 

“Stop them, Ferdinand.” 

“My dear, nobody stops a duel.” 

“Stop them, I sayl” 

Blushing furiously Ferdinand rode his horse between them. 
“Gentlemen ” he said sternly, “perhaps you have not heard of our 
pragmatica. I remind you that the winner of a duel is a common 
murderer and shall be hanged as such.” 

They sheathed their swords, their honor equally saved, and bowed 
to the que(3n, glad to be alive. No, they protested, they had not 
heard of the new edict. 

“Thank you for saving those foolish brave men,” she said in a 
tense whisper. “If they want to fight, let them fight Turks or Moors.” 

“Now I suppose we shall have to publish a pragmatica forbidding 
duelling,” Ferdinand grumbled. “You are taking all the joy out of 
life.” 

“I think your terms were exactly right ” she smiled. “I could not 
have plirased them half so well.” 

On other hunts she noticed the balding hills in many parts of Cas- 
tile. During Henry’s lax reign lazy peasants had cut down the trees 
for firewood. The soil had eroded badly with no roots to hold it in 
place. She hired hundreds of peasants to plant tliousands of trees at 
a cost that made Ferdinand wince. No one had ever had the vision to 
plant trees on a national scale before. 

“Yo are wasting your money,” 

“Would you rather waste Spanish soil that can be made fertile?” 

It was a i)6riod of happiness for Isabella, when she consolidated 
her victories in the world of affairs and in die little world of her 
heart. But victories could erode like Castilian hills, she knew; happi- 
ness wa.s an elusive possession. It had a tendency to slip away like 
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water unless one were vigilant Perhaps, in happiness, there was an 
indwelling principle, as the professors said there was in the element 
water, tliat caused it simply to evaporate. She was acutely conscious 
of her happiness. Honest with herself, she knew that it centered in 
Ferdinand; therefore, self-avowedly, she was jealous of liim, and 
saw no reproach in it as long as she did not nag, winch her great 
pride would not have permitted her to do in any case. She wanted 
to though, sometimes. 

He had always liked to play cards. She disapproved of card play- 
ing on principle, since it led to gambling. Grandees had been known 
to lose their estates on tlie turn of a card or a tlnow of the dice. Then 
they would quarrel, then they would duel, then gloriously, proudly, 
wth a quip and a prayer on their lips, they would die. Gambling 
had been one of the gay tragedies of Henry's reign. 

Oddly, the best card players at court were pretty young ladies 
in waiting. She suspected they practiced in secret so Ferdinand 
would seek them out as partners. His record was not such that she 
cared to have him exposed to too high-calibre feminine charm too 
long. The accomplished ones, like a certain Magdelena Perez, were 
especially dangerous. She had great respect for Doha Magdelena, 
whose intellect was superior; that made her aU the more formidable. 
True, Doha Magdelena did not throw herself at Ferdinand as some 
did; he had always been handsome— a king did not even have to be! 
—and now he was one of the most powerful monai-chs in Christen- 
dom, There were others besides Doha Magdelena, however, of easier 
virtue. With a husband and scheming intruders who have mutual 
inclination and ample opportunity, how can a wife prevent the in- 
evitable? 

Isabella refused to believe that anything was inevitable, 

One day she presented Ferdinand with a pragrnatica that she 
proposed to publish. It already had the lo La Reyna of the queen. 
He read it with some surprise. 

“You will prohibit card playing? My dear, you are cleaning hou.se, 
aren’t you r 

"It leads to gambling,” 

"I certainly never gamble. Not a maravedi.” 

"I know you don’t, but people can’t help trying to do as the king 
does, and gamble.” 

Ferdinand laughed good-naturedly, “Oh very well,” and affixed 
his lo El Rev to the edict. 
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He obeyed it too; the wicked cards disappeared from the court 
and dropped out of fashion. Unfortunately for Isabella’s peace of 
mind he was equally fond of chess, which was not a gambling game. 

Now Doha Magdelena was even more adept at chess than she was 
at cards. Worse, chess was a game that only two could play at a time, 
with long intervals of silence while they studied the board, or eacli 
other's faces, to guess their opponent’s next move. Doha Magdelena’s 
cahn intelligent face was extremely attractive. So was her conversa- 
tion, to a factual mind like Ferdinand’s. Chess came, she explained 
in her musical voice, from the fabulous East; it had been invented 
by a queen of India, who was so rich she had nothing else to do. Then 
it had traveled to Persia, to Arabia and into the Western World. 
Even now it was a favorite game of the Moors of Granada, She Imew 
the Moorish names of the pieces: the bishop was not shaped like a 
bishop, of course, in the Infidel version of the game. It was shaped 
like an elephant; and elephant, .she explained brightly, was called 
aleph-hind, or Indian ox, and from aleph-hind came tlie Christian 
word, elephant, 

“How perfectly fascinating,” Ferdinand said. 

Isabella had always shown a marked interest in the welfare of her 
sex. She had pensioned widows and provided schools for the rehabil- 
itation of wayward girls. These were great innovations, made in her 
deep conviction that women had rights as well as men. In her own 
life she had experienced the misery that can come from the double 
standard. And now, she thought, if a woman could be a queen why 
could not a woman be a professor? She took the matter up with 
Fernando del Pulgar, her leaimed secretary. 

“Indeed, women once were professors, Your Higlmess, and 
delivered lectures under the elms in the academy of Athens in an- 
cient days, and in no wise were they inferior to men. But I do not 
believe there have been any since the time of the Greeks.” 

“I tliink tliere is going to be one in Castile,” Isabella smiled. “Doiia 
Magdelena’s talents are wasted at court.” 

Siiortly there was a new chair of History in the University of 
Salamanca, Magdelena Perez filled it capably and with dignity, very 
beautiful in her doctor’s gown. The academic world was rocked to 
its foundations at this shattering of tradition, but scowling professors 
who dropped in to her lecture hall found their fears melting away 
and smiled; her learning was sound. 

Her lectures w^ere certainly popular. 

iml 



“I am happy here ” Dona Magdelena wrote to the qiteen, “and I 
should be less tlian candid if I did not avow the pride I feel at being 
Castile’s first female educator. The only embarrassment I ever ex- 
perience is that I cannot, in decency, accept the gifts my students 
bring me.” 

Isabella looked into the nature of these gifts. She found it was 
customary for students to bring their masters offerings of food. 

“That is odd,” she said to Pulgar. 

Pulgar replied, “Professors’ salaries are low, Your Highness. Under 
their gowns their clothes are patched and threadbare. They do not 
starve, but they are very poor.” 

Isabella immediately raised the salary of every teacher in every 
institution of learning in Castiie. There were not many, and the 
added drain on the treasury was not great, but it was another ex- 
penditure nonetheless. Ferdinand complained vehemently. * 

She saw he was bored. He was also bored at the audencias, which 
stiU continued each Friday. He did not understand Castilian laws, 
he said. They were conti*adictory, there were too many of them, and 
he could not feel his way among them by instinct as she could. She 
saw he was also idle. That was bad. 

She wrote to Dona Magdelena at the University of Salamanca, 
asking, “Who is the greatest living authority on Castilian law? We 
should like to see him.” 

“Without question tlie man you seek,” Dona Magdelena repHed, 
“is Doctor Alfonso de Montalvo. A broad-minded, kind and im- 
mensely erudite scholar, he treated me witib much courtesy when 
first I came here.” 

Isabella summoned him at once with a proposal close to his heart. 
She said she desired him to undertake a great work, nothing less 
than the codification of all the mass of edicts, pragmaticas, ordi- 
nances and laws that comprised the corpus juris of Castile; to throw 
out those that were obsolete, to simplify tlrose tliat were obscure and 
to reconcile those that were contradictory. And when he should fin- 
ish, she said, she desired that the new Code be printed from types, 
for she wished to encourage that new and beneficent art. 

There was an important stipulation which included Ferdinand. 
It would keep him occupied at something in which he was expert, 
“Since Castile and Aragon are now united,” she said, “we must be 
very careful that the laws of tihe two kingdoms do not conflict. I do 
not know Aragonian customs. Therefore you should consult closely 
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with my husband the king, that he may give you tlie benefit 
of his great knowledge and experience. You vdil wish, I expect, to 
see him daily in conference. Request his permission. But do not, I 
charge you, represent this suggestion as coming from me.” 

Doctor Montalvo smiled, with wonderful human understanding. 
“I shall weary him witli my pleas for guidance, Your Highness.” 

Ferdinand threw himself into his new work with all his tre- 
mendous energy and infinite capacity for detail. Montalvo supplied 
tlie scholarship. The result was imposing. The celebrated Ordengas 
de Montalvo, duly “printed from types” and distributed throughout 
the Spanish peninsula, were so just, so clear and understandable that 
they were destined to endure unchanged for a hundred years, long 
after Ferdinand and Isabella had crumbled to dust in a tomb in a 
place that as yet was not even part of Spain. She also ordered the 
printing of hymns. 

In the midst of tliese peaceful constructive pursuits in Castile the 
climate of the W'hole Christian world abruptly went black with a 
deadly threat to its very heart. On a vehement east wind like the 
wind that smote Jonah the conquering Turks surged across the Strait 
of Otranto and landed in Italy in Ferdinand’s domains. These Ara- 
gonian lands were i)art of the Kingdom of Sicily, of which he was 
Mug. They lay in the heel of the Italian boot. It had become an 
Achilles’ heel. 



ISAJJELLA WAS GLAD TIIAT IIEH HUSBAND’s SHOUX-DEHS WEBE BROAD; 

they wore about to bear a heavy load. Otranto had been a great sea- 
port, populous and rich with trade. Now courier after courier 
reached him with reports of tbe catastrophe that had befallen it. 

A fleet of Turki.sh ships armed with heavy cannon and engines 
for hurling tlie unquenchable Greek Fire had suddenly appeared in 
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the harbor and bombarded it furiously. Walls crumbled, great fires 
started and spread. The people panicked. Then, howling the name 
of the Prophet, hordes of the turbaned Infidels had swarmed ashore. 
Slaughter among the inhabitants had been dismal and indiscrimi- 
nate. The corpses lay about the streets. An accomplished Turkish 
janissary could swing his razor-edged scimitar so deftly that one 
stroke could cut a human body into two halves from crown to groin, 
whether it were the soft body of a child, the somewhat more resistant 
body of a woman or the bony hulk of a strong fighting man. 

Ferdinand read the reports grim-faced. Some of them he tried to 
keep from Isabella. He had seen much of war; he knew that in the 
sack of a city there were always grisly details. She insisted on read- 
ing all, however, and shuddered when she discovered that some of 
the sundered Christian bodies had been placed together again with 
obscene humor, male with female, so as to appear half-man, half- 
woman. 

Her hatred of Mohammedans, already great, deepened to pas- 
sion, diamond cold, diamond bright, diamond hard; and as ever- 
lasting. 

Ferdinand saw some hope in the very excesses committed by 
the Turks at Otranto. “When soldiers behave that badly tiiey are 
usually on their own, out of touch with their commanders. The Sul- 
tan s campaigns are less wanton as a rule, though of course pretty 
girls and handsome youths always have a hard time, ending up as 
eunuchs and concubines in harems. That is part of Turkish econ- 
omy; I do not hold it against them.” 

“I do.” 

“Bear in mind that Otranto is far from Turkey though close to us. 
Let us pray tliat this was merely a raid they made on ilieir frontier. 
Perhaps it will not be followed up. We may have time to plan; God 
knows we need time.” 

“I will help, Ferdinand. Every ship I have will join yours from 
Aragon, and I will build more.” 

“God bless youl I wish the Italian princes would help, too, but of 
course they will not. They are too busy quarreling with one an- 
other.” 

Ill this he was right. Italy was divided into a hodge-podge of 
independent republics and principalities, of city states and papal 
states. The map of the long peninsula resembled a patched old stock- 
ing far more than it did a boot. Italians were so intent on maintaining 

[236] 



a balance of power among themselves that there was no power left 
over to repel the invader. A thousand years before, in the twilight 
of Imperial Rome, the Barbarians had burst in from the north and 
darkened the twilight into a long night, in which Christianity alone 
preserved the light of civilization. Now, after a lapse of a thousand 
years, a new and more fanatic breed of infidel was threatening that 
civilization from the south, and had already secured a foothold on 
Europe’s oldest Christian soil. But since Otranto happened to lie 
in Ferdinands kingdom of Sicily Europe considered the Turkish in- 
vasion Ferdinand’s personal responsibility and looked the other 
way. 

Once again the shield-shaped land of Spain took up its historic 
burden of defending Christendom. Having lived seven centuries 
mtli the Moor always just over the mountains, Spaniards were the 
most fiercely Christian Christians in tire world. Isabella had been 
born in the very heart of the shield. 

“Portugal will help, too,” she said. ‘T know it.” 

“I hope so,” Ferdinand replied. 

She prevailed upon Beatriz of Portugal to return to Lisbon and 
plead with the young Portuguese king for ships. Beatiiz said, “Dom 
Joao is Alfonso the African’s son. I know he will want to do all he 
can, But his hand is still inexperienced and he may be slow.” 

“I know tjQU will not be slow, Aunty Portugal.” 

The valiant old lady kissed the Spanish Infantes farewell, bade 
them remember their manners, and, scorning the litter that was of- 
fered her, set out on a strong white mule for Portugal accompanied 
by an escort of caballeros. Shortly she was able to write, “Dom Joao 
has agreed to help, as I knew he would. Work is hampered here, 
however, by a sickness among the ship builders. I hear grave, reports 
of a similar sickness in Andalusia, and I pray that they are exagger- 
ated.” 

Reports of a sickness in Andalusia were not exaggerated. It would 
have been difficult to exaggerate the sudden outbreak of the plague 
that struck and crippled the southern provinces. It happened din- 
ing a summer that was suffocatingly moist and hot Milk soured 
quickly; a queer red mold appeared on bread as if it were bleeding. 
Smoke rose languidly from fires and sometimes returned to the earth 
as if it were heavy. Water rose to unprecedented heights in wells 
though there had been no more than the usual amount of rain. In 
the Marismas at the mouth of the Guadalquivir, eerie blue lights 
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flickered over tlie swamps, and foul odors bubbled up through the 
turbid waters. The craues deserted Spain and flew to Africa before 
their usual migration date. Some saw in that a hopeful sign, since it 
meant an early winter with cleaner, colder air; but autumn brought 
no relief and winter was slow in coming. 

In Seville, the greatest port and center of Castilian shipbuilding, 
15,000 people died. Sliipbuilding was halted, as was all other normal 
activity. As always in a time of great fear, travel was disrupted, 
commodities disappeared from the market, people hoarded food, 
prices rose fantastically. As always in the plague, everyone blamed 
the Jews. There were vicious pogroms in Seville. 

Ferdinand lived in fear of another Turkish landing and could 
scarcely believe his couriers when they reported week after week 
that no, the invasion had not as yet been followed up and no, it had 
not spread beyond Otranto. But now that he had time to assemble a 
mighty armada against the Infidel he was unable to build or man 
the ships. His soldierly mind resented the missed ox^portunity to 
smite the enemy; all that was neat in his nature hated the disrupted 
economy; all tliat was cruel in him blamed Isabella. 

“This is your fault. God gave you a .sword, and you .sbeatlied it in 
a jewel box. What good is faitli without acts of faith? God is punish- 
ing you because you have not acted. I see His pimisihment every- 
where; in the Turk, in the plague, in your crazy daughteiT* 

Isabella cringed as if he had struck her a physical blow. He had 
never reproached her for Joanna before. “She is slow, but she is not 
insane. The doctors say she will grow out of her little oddities in 
time. I will never believe she is insane. Oh Ferdinand, Ferdinand, 
do not say she is crazyl” Isabella wept uncontrollably. He did not 
like to see her weep. 

“Time will tell.” He shrugged. 

Seeing Isabella so shaken be did not pursue tlie subject of Joanna, 
but pressed home relentlessly his plea that she imxflement the bull 
that authorized an Inquisition in Castile. It would be better, be 
argued, if a few crypto-Jews were executed after a fair trial than for 
thousands to be murdered in pogroms without any trial at all. 
Would not hoarding then cease and prices come down? Would not 
the plague abate? Could he not then build his ships and beat ofl' 
tlie Turks? 

I do not know. I do not know. Cardinal Mendoza does not tliink 
an Inquisition would help.” 
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“I remind you that you and I, not Cardinal Mendoza or any other 
Churchman, are specifically charged with responsibility for a Spanish 
Inquisition. Why are you afraid?” 

“I do not know,” she repeated weakly. Against Ms thundering 
arguments the little voice in her heart, which might be the DeviFs 
voice, did not prevail. It was unquestionably true that a criminal 
would be treated more fairly by sober judges than by wildly fanat- 
ical mobs. As for spies, it was absurd with the Turk in Italy and the 
Moor in Granada for her to say tliat she preferred not to use secret 
agents in a holy war. 

She took die Pope’s bull from the casket where it had lain for 
two years. Firmly she wrote her lo La Reyna to the edict that im- 
plemented it; Ferdinand wrote his lo El Rey. 

“We will confine it to Seville and it shall be a temporary war 
measure,” Isabella said; and the edict as published so declared, in 
unequivocal words. 

“Naturally,” said Ferdinand. 

Six weeks after the landing of the Turks in Otranto, to the ex- 
cruciating complacency of the wretched Sevillanos, who massed to 
behold the new spectacle, six crypto-Jews, being duly tried and con- 
victed, were burned in a public square on the outskirts of Seville. 
Many in the crowd fainted with excitement. Otliers, similarly faRen 
to the cobblestones, could not be roused and were found to be dead 
of the plague. 

Ferdinand and Isabella now traveled to Aragon. 



TO HOBL THE UNSPEAKABLE TUBK FHOM THE HOLY SOIL OF riAJ.Y WAS 

an enterprise that aroused the crusading spirit in Isabella. In her 
mind’s eye she saw tiie Infidel beaten back into the sea. In the church 
towers of Otranto, where impious hands had cast down the bells and 
triumphant muezzins now chanted the hated Arabic call to prayer, 
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she saw the bells restored and heard, in imaginatioii, tlieir sweet 
Christian music. She saw the Cross set up again where the Crescent 
had replaced it and altars purified where the Turks, as the stories 
went and as she firmly believed, had defiled tlrem with human filth 
to show their contempt for the faith she loved and lived by. To this 
great end her Castilian ships were saiBng to join Ferdinamrs in har- 
bors up and down the coast of Aragon. 

But it was not to be her war. This was the war she had sworn to 
herself that Ferdinand must have the glory of winning, with all its 
victory parades, its stately presentations of titles and honors, its fes- 
tive celebrations, its gala bullfights and tourneys and music and 
feasts. After the battles there would be solemn toasting of wanior 
by warrior, grandee by king. Ferdinand would preside at the head 
of the banquet hall as he made and listened to long congratulatory 
speeches in that masculine air of good fellowship which, to Isabella’s 
way of thinking, was just as silly and windy as tlie chatter of a bevy 
of women at their needlework She had learned a great deal about 
men in her marriage with Ferdinand; above all, she had learned not 
to steal a man’s thunder. This was to be his war. 

Aunt Beatriz was with her in the great cavalcade of knights and 
troops, grandees, burghers, lawyers and ladies who were riding to 
Aragon to witness the reconocimiento of little Prince John, liis formal 
recognition by vote of the Cortes as heir to the throne of Aragon. 
He already was heir, by birth, to the throne of Castile. Aunt Beatriz, 
with an acid old tongue, was never at a loss to express her low opin- 
ion of men. Item: they would rather be right than happy. Item: 
they are ill at ease with a woman of virtue. Item; they think they 
are strong and silent, but give them a chance and they gossip like 
fishwives. Item; any giddy, painted little trollop can make a fool of 
the best of them. 

Isabella laughed. “Only for a while, Aunty Portugal The good ones 
always return.” 

“Do you call tliat a consolation, sobrina mia?” 

The Infanta Isabella v^as within earshot, riding a small but spirited 
pony that she handled with easy grace, her hair like her mother’s 
golden in the golden sun of spring, her big eyes greedy to hear more 
and green at the wonders of what she had already heard spoken 
between her elders. 

“Drop back a little to the Prince’s litter and see if he is asleep,” 
the queen said. 



Keluctantly, the Infanta wheeled her mount and cantered back 
to another part of the long procession where her brother lay in a 
purple litter slung by silvered leather straps between two snow-white 
Andalusian mules, surrounded by a retinue of condesas, marquesas 
and other highborn ladies in waiting. 

“A beautiful seat ” Isabella said, turning her head and watching 
her proudly, 

Beahiz of Portugal said, “A beautiful princess." 

“As for your question, Aunty Portugal, the answer is Yes, it is a 
consolation that the good ones return." 

“But soiled, my dear, so dirty and soiled." 

“Dear Aunt,” Isabella said earnestly. “When God made man in the 
Garden of Eden, what did Pie make him of? Was it not soil? And 
when man was tempted in the Garden, who tempted him? Was it 
not a woman?” 

“For goodness’ sake, whose side are you on?” Beatriz of Portugal 
asked. 

“Ferdinand’s.” 

“I shan’t argue with you,” the old lady sighed. “The last time I 
argued I lost a treaty at Alcantara.” 

Isabella was about to protest that that treaty had resulted in a 
lasting beneficent peace and that that peace had now united Por- 
tugal with the rest of the Spanish Peninsula in an effort against the 
Turks, which this journey to Aragon would strengthen; but her aunt 
smiled, “I was, only joking, Isabella. I am the true winner, since I 
won the companionship and affection of die Infantes.” 

Princess Isabella rode up and said, “John was wide awake and 
howling like a wolf—” 

The queen smiled. 

“Factual mind, like Ferdinand’s,” Beatriz of Portugal said. 

“—till the Marquesa de Moya gave him a sausage to munch on.” 

“Give him an orange, too, lest the sausage bind Mm.” 

“I did,” the Infanta said, “and some prunes and a Moorish fig. He’ll 
be a sticky messin no time, but by the saints, he won’t be bound!” 

“Factual, but coupled with your imagination,” Beatriz of Portugal 
said. “One day Portugal will be happy to have such a queen, and I 
shall be haiipy to have had a hand in her upbringing.” 

“That was my real victory in The Petticoat Treaty,” Isabella said. 

They both laughed. 

At the border, some rotting timbers were all that remained of the 



customs sliack where Ferdinand had smuggled himself and liis 
jewels into Castile when he came disguised as a merchant to marry 
Isabella. 

“By God!” he said, riding up and smiling, “I could wish it back 
again, so I could show the guards die treasures I take back to Ara- 
gon!” 

“It’s better this way,” Isabella said. “No line cuts through the heart 
of a country that is one,” 

“But I want to mai'k die place. I want it to be remembered. 1 
shall erect a great church here.” 

Isabella nodded her approval and looked at Beatrix of Portugal, 
who read in her eyes, “You see? This is my consoladon.” 

“On the other hand,” Ferdinand reflected, “the population in this 
arid region is probably too small to support a church. A wayside 
shrine of local stone and wood would be more appropriate. Far 
cheaper, too, a consideration not to be Hghtly dismissed in times 
like these.” He turned and spurred back to the head of the cavalcade, 
muttering, “Or any other times.” 

“He doesn’t look a day older than he did at nineteen,” Isabella 
said. 

Beatriz of Portugal glanced at her tolerantly out of the corner of 
her eye. “You certainly don’t,” she said. 

It would serve no pmpose to call Isabella’s attention to Ferdinand’s 
hairline. Each year it had crept a little higher. The King of Castile, 
Le6n, Aragon and Sicily was getting slightly bald. 

To Isabella, reared in the rugged uplands of Old Castile, where 
the climate was sudden and violent, the gentle breeze that wafted 
the early Aragonian spring from tlie warm blue Mediterranean Sea 
was almost wickedly seductive, like a not quite respectable lover. 
As the cavalcade progressed towards Calatayud she passed castles 
swathed in a silver mist each morning, bathed in the liquid gold 
of each night’s dusk; and everywhere the.se mighty fortresses of her 
husband’s vassals dipped their standards and fired salutes in honor of 
the king and queen. And of htde Prince John in his i^urple litter, whio 
drowsed or bawled as the fancy struck him, oblivious of the extraor- 
dinary activity for which he was responsible. 

At Calatayud, in tifie Church of San Pedro de los Francos, the 
representatives of Aragon, assembled in Cortes, acknowledged the 
child the true and rightful heir to the throne and swore him their 
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homage. The setting was solemn and magnificent, the sovereigns in 
ermine on thrones before an altar surrounded by battleflags^ the 
prince in a little robe of scarlet on a scarlet cushion snug on Beatiiz 
of Portugal’s la|3. But the ceremony was simple: each vassal knelt 
to Prince John and swore his oath, then kissed the sovereigns’ hands, 
first Ferdinand’s, then Isabella’s, and retired. 

One very young nobleman, about the age of Princess Isabella, 
made his obeisance with exceptional grace. His face was manly, 
handsome and frank. It was also startlingly familiar. 

“Who is that charming cabaUero?” Isabella wliispered. 

Ferdinand flushed scarlet with pleasure. 

“Mi senora, that is Don Alonso de Aragon. Naturally he won’t be 
wearing bis archiepiscopal vestments for some years.” 

Isabella’s heart missed a beat, but the lad was looking at her with 
Ferdinand’s eyes, pleading to be accepted. He retired quickly, with 
modesty that did him honor. Some royal bastards would have swag- 
gered. 

“We must receive him soon, at some suitable occasion,” Isabella 
said, knowing that her words must sound outrageously stilted. But 
she did not know what else to say. 

Nothing she might have said could have affected Ferdinand so 
deeply. “God bless you for that, my dearest,” he whispered so fer- 
vently that he was heard. The rumor spread like wildfire, through 
all tile balconies where fine ladies whispered behind their fans and 
all the marketplaces where commoners gossiped, that tbe prudish 
foreign Queen of Castile had a heart as warm as any Aragonian’s. 
Don Alonso was immensely popular, 

Ferdinand wanted to leave at once for Barcelona, to see to the 
manning of the fleet He was still plagued with bad dreams of 
another Turkish landing in Italy. But the Cortes was still in session. 

“You will have to preside while I am gone,” he said. 

Isabella knew enough of Aragons law to be aware tliat Aragon’s 
queens were only consorts. No woman could rule the country in her 
own right. In Castile and England a woman could rule; in Aragon 
and France the ruler had to be a man. 

“I don’t think they’ll have me,” she said. 

“Will you tiy it?” He was smiling. His attitude was that of a man 
with secret information. 

“It is true that you are needed to gather the ships,” she said hesi- 
tantly. 
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“Darling, you bewitclied them. Nobody knew how you were going 
to treat my son. They hoped you would not be contemptuous. Nat- 
urally I made enquiries before I asked you to preside, however, since 
my Aragonians are a touchy, turbulent lot There isn’t a single dis- 
senting voice!” 

When Isabella mounted Ferdinand’s throne, grave, pale and very 
small in the massive chair that had been built for fighting men, she 
was the only queen in history who had ever presided over an Ara- 
gonian Cortes. For a day or two tire hall was full of florid oratory. 
The addresses of welcome were long and warm, for a woman in 
their midst, and a beautiful one, and spring in the air, proved so 
novel that the dullest deputy suddenly felt the urge to be a poet. 
But at the end of tire session it was noted that an astomslung 
amount of business had been accomplished, particularly the arming 
and provisioning of the fleet. Isabella of Castile, they discovered, 
was much more than decorative. She was thoroughly experienced in 
the recruitment of armies. The Aragonian representatives dispersed 
having gained a new and respectful measure of their queen. 

In May, through a blossoming, prosperous countryside, she rode 
to Join Ferdinand at Barcelona. Evidence of her husband’s industri- 
ous administration was everywhere. The roads had been smootlied 
for her passage by praedial serfs, a species of jpeasant unknown in 
Castile. They could be sold with the land; they were little better 
than slaves; yet they paid taxes. Town walls were in good repair, 
the serfs being required to work on them also. Peasants labored in 
fertile fields, pausing only long enough to pull off their sweaty caps 
and straighten tiieir hacks and cheer the queen, tiien bending their 
hacks again to their toil, for the king’s tax collectors pressed them 
hard. Every hamlet had its gibbet, every gibbet had its corpse, whose 
open moutii and hanging tongue still spoke the warning of Ferdi- 
nand’s swift and inflexible Justice. She would have liked to pause 
and give orders tliat some of the older corpses be buried, but she 
was anxious to see Ferdinand again and she knew he would not 
thank her for interfering in Aragonian affahs. 

Barcelona was wholly unlike any city in Castile. It was even unlike 
Seville, though Seville was also a seaport, witli a seaport’s wicked, 
noisy and cosmopolitan waterfront. Barcelona lived by trade, as it 
had since Bible times when some Greek merchants from Pliocaea 
had landed there, fallen in love with the beauty of the place and 
lemained to colonize and do business. Isabella disliked seaports. 
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Trade, to a highborn Castilian, was contemptible. Even to Isabella 
it was a tolerated necessity, renainiscent of the Scripture, “the love 
of money is the root of all evil.” 

Barcelona faced the East and traded with the East. It was fuU of 
exotic odors of pepper and spice and dyewoods from Trebizond, of 
oil from the Barbary Coast and salted hides of Russian furs from 
ports in thci Putrid Sea beyond Crimea. There was an unsavory dis- 
trict around the wharves on the waterfront, crowded with sailors and 
merchants from distant lands, wearing outlandish clothes and speak- 
ing outlandish tongues. Cheap taverns served food prepared in 
strange ways: Syrians ate salades of sheep’s eyes; Arabs smacked 
bearded lipvS over a confection of sour milk that went by the name 
of yoghurt and belched to signify their approval of its taste; Egyp- 
tians ate fried locusts. Tliroughout the district black-eyed girls of 
die town with painted faces and gaudy scarves skin-tight around 
swiveling hips, walked like harpies among tlie men, selling them- 
selves. 

None of this was new to Isabella, for she had seen similar things 
in Seville. But in Barcelona it was exaggerated. Since she could do 
nothing about it she drew from it what consolation she could, for 
Barcelona helped to explain Aragon and Aragon explained Ferdi- 
nand. Judged by liis background— how else can you judge a man? 
—he was an exceptionally good husband, and for some time past he 
had been close and kind. The days of the bastards, please God, dear 
God, were over and gone. He and she were now embarked on a 
mighty endeavor, common to their Cliristian hearts. 

From a Iieight aliove the city Ferdinand .showed her, with con- 
siderable pride, an armada of fifty ships riding at anchor in die 
harbor. Many were sleek narrow galleys, propelled by oars, the iron- 
beaked warcraft that scarcely had changed since Roman times. But 
some were new sailing ships with three masts, with high forecastles 
and poops. These full-bottomed vessels were built to carry heavy 
cannon, and each could transport three hundred armed hoops. 

“Ten thousand men are ready to sail the instant I give the com- 
mand!” Ferdinand declared. 

“Are they in the ships now, Ferdinand?” 

He laughed tolerantly. “There speaks the Castilian highlander in 
you! No, my dear, when a ship is in port one never looks for a 
sailor aboard her.” 


“When will you give the command?” 

He rubbed his chin reflectively. “I want to be absolutely sure of 
victory. I am waiting for Portugal’s fleet. All Europe is watching me, 
Isabella. Since I am designated Commander in Chief of the allied 
fleets I do not propose to lose this war, I .shouldn’t ciire to be made a 
fool of. I must wait for Dom Joao’s ships. He i.s very .slow.” 

“Aren’t ten thousand men and fifty sliips, all ready and fit, enough 
for the enterprise?” 

“Perhaps. But I won’t gamble.” 

“Aren’t the men actually more fit now than tliey will be after weeks 
of idleness in that unpleasant waterfront quarter?” 

He raised liis eyebrows. “Eh? Oh th-atr Pie laughed heartily, “By 
the time they reach Oti*anto ihey’ll be fit enough again. What a beau- 
tiful apostle to the heathen you would have made, Isabella.” 

He had his way and waited. Isabella did not press him; she too 
would be glad of Portuguese reinforcement. Meanwhile the seduc- 
tive spring passed into a delightful summer, for die Mediterranean 
that tempered tlie cold of die winter months also tempered the sum- 
mer heat. The soldiers and sailors who crowded the town grew bored 
with inactivity; street fights flared up occasionally along the water- 
front. “At least tiiey’re not eating up the ship.s’ provi.sions,” Ferdi- 
nand grumbled. 

Late in August Dom Joao sent word that his fleet of twenty ships 
had finally cleared Lisbon harbor and was ready to join Ferdinand’s 
and Isabella’s. The combined flotilla met at sea. It was a formidable 
force. 

On the second of October diis mighty armada bore down on 
Otranto, with giant cros.ses painted on their sails and twelve thou- 
sand warriors, blessed for a crusade, eager to do battle with tlie 
heathen Turk in the name of God and King Ferdinand. 

But a little boat rowed out and met them in the harbor of Otraiitf) 
with a message. 

The unspeakable Turk wa.s gone. 



ITEBDINANd’s war against the TDEK, which ISABELLA HAD RESOLVED 
lie should win, had ended in victory indeed but in victory by default. 
There were no Turks in Otranto to fight. They had slipped away 
over the Strait as suddenly as they had come, leaving the city a 
mass of rubble. Reading the dispatches from the Grand Admiral, 
Isabella thanked God that Italy had been purged of the Infidel with- 
out bloodshed. But a king did not win military laurels tlirough vic- 
tories by default. "They evacuated Otranto because they feared you, 
mi seiior,” she said. 

Ferdinand answered calmly, “They evacuated Otranto because the 
Turkish Sultan happened to die just before tlie fleet anived. You 
have read the dispatches announcing his death, and you know that 
as well as 1.” He smiled rather grimly. “Thank you anyway, Isabella.” 

“If he had not died at that crucial juncture you w'ould have won 
just the same.” 

“Unquestionably. I was well prepared.” 

But the fame of the battle that Ferdinand would have won, if it 
had been fought, was lost in the larger news of Mohammed the 
Second's death. The evil genius of Islam, the Sultan who had con- 
quered Constantinople, the Grand Turk whose name frightened 
Christian children to sleep in their cradles, was now no more, and 
Christendom might reasonably expect a respite from the Turkish 
menace, at least till such a genius arose again, an unlikely prospect 
for many years. 

“ What will you do with die fleets, Ferdinand?” 

“Disband them, naturally, Dom Joao has already called his buck 
to Portugal, ril need mine for trade, as usual.” 

“I have a feeling we ought not to disband them so soon.” 

“You have a feeling indeedl Pray, founded on what? Your instinct?” 

“The Turks may return.” 
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“Never.” . 

Unnoticed among the massive news of tiie world was a little note 
from die Duke of Medina Sidonia, complaining that lii.s old enemy, 
the Marqu4s of Cadiz, had trespassed on his estates, “foraging for 
fodder. Your Highness, in a hunting preserve that I especially prize. 
True, he apologized handsomely, excusing his foragers on the 
grounds tliat he had given them orders to lay in a large supply of 
grass and hay. He is building up liis stables against tlie Moors, who 
raid him as usual. But they raid me, too, and I do not have to trespass 
on the estates of tlie Marqu4s of Cadiz to feed my horses.” 

Isabella persisted, “Even if the Turks do not return, tlie Moors of 
Granada are showing more truculence than I like. We could use the 
fleets to awe them into a more respectful attitude.” 

Ferdinand read Medina Sidonia s dispatch and tossed it aside with 
a chuckle. “Your two Andalusians still hate each other at heart, don’t 
theyl Except for theh promise to you I dare say they’d still be fight- 
ing each other, just for die fun of it. Cadiz lused the Moors as an 
excuse.” 

“The Moors were never so belligerent before at this time of year. 
It’s too late in the season.” 

“Tm certainly going to disband my fleet and refit it for trade” 
Ferdinand said positively. “The Otranto expedition lias been a woe- 
ful expense.” 

‘T think I may keep the Castilian sliips in commission for a while,” 
Isabella said. She said it gently, as if she had only half made up 
her mind, not wisliing to differ with her hu.sband on a matter of 
policy'. But privately she resolved to give orders to the Grand Ad- 
miral to maneuver in mass formation close to the Granadine ports, 
in a mighty demonstration of strength. 

Ferdinand shrugged. “It’s your fleet, I am quitt^ aware that I do 
not command it” 

He was in a sensitive mood; she reproached herself for irritating 
him; her lip hembled ever so slightly. 

He clenched his fist playfully under her chin and lirouglit it iip, 
and looked questioningly into her eyes. “When these are misty,” he 
said, touching them, “and this quivers,” touching her month, “I al- 
ways wonder what you are hiding from me.” 

“Notiiing, Ferdinand, on my honor,” 

“Nay, then you are hiding nothing indeed, and it’.s ail right for 
you to ride horses. We have a j;reat deal of riding to do.” Isabella’s 
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appearance at the Cortes of Calatayud had so enhanced Ms pop- 
ularity that he planned more appearances for her. “There will be a 
Cortes at Saragossa, another at Valencia, and receptions all along 
the way, with bullfights and suppers and aiidencias . . 

“Will you grant some pardons at the aiidencias?’’ Her mind went 
back to the hanging corpses decaying in chains. 

“I always grant a few, to make sure the king’s mercy is adequately 
talked al)Out. But to pardon too many criminals would reduce my 
mercy to a commonplace.” 

There was hard sense, as always, in what he said. Very hard, 

“Gould you give the hanged a little quicker burial, Ferdinand?” 

"The lengtli of time tliat they hang, as a salutary warning to other 
malefactors, is influenced by local conditions and fixed by local 
judges, not by me.” 

From Barcelona to Saragossa the road measured 160 miles; from 
Saragossa to Valencia, 200; and from Valencia to Castile, to which 
they returned at the end of the year, the distance was 300 miles 
more. Everywhere along the road the king and queen were feted 
extravagantly, But the banquets lost their flavor for Isabella as the 
long royal progress drew to its end, and during the last three hun- 
dred miles she knew, but forbore to say, tliat it was no longer quite 
safe for her to ride horses. It was wrong, perhaps, to keep her con- 
dition secret from Ferdinand, and she felt a little guilty. But he had 
won no military acclaim. She was glad that, in place of it, he had won 
at least the acclaim of Ms people, and that she had been able to 
help. He seemed to have enjoyed it immensely. 

In Cordova she joked, as she might by now since it was the fourth 
time, "I think I shall put my horse out to pasture till June, mi seilor. 
No doubt he will get very fat for a wMle, but tlien, so shall I.” 

Ferdinand counted slowly on Ms fingers, back to October, and 
thought of the hundreds of miles she had ridden, the dozens of pub- 
lic appearances she luid made without a murmur of complaint. “You 
should have told me. We could have cut short tlie progre.ss. Nay, 
I should have preferred to. The people would have understood. They 
would have gone wild with joy—they always do, I find. Oh Isabella, 
you foolish woman!” But he did not reproach her severely, nor could 
he in conscience bring up the subject of Joanna, for that little prin- 
cess seemed, veiy slowly, to be growing out of her sliiggishnes.s. 

In June she bore him another fair-haired blue-eyed princess. Fer- 
dinand, hearing from a lackey that the cMld was a girl, retired to 
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a private room, called for one o£ his rare glasses of wine and sipped 
it a whole hour in thought, controlling his disappointment. And 
having thought, he emerged from the room and received the con- 
gratulations of Ills courtiers witli an air of Olympic detacliment, as 
befitted a king whose dynasty was safe. Nay, he said earnestly to 
Isabella, perhaps it was not her fault that most of their children were 
girls, in spite of all medical knowledge to the contrary; perhaps God 
in His wisdom had decreed it so. Too many princes warred among 
themselves for their father’s crown, like the sons of Charlemagne, 
who dismembered his empire; whereas princesses could marry 
abroad and make friends for the state and bring unity. 

“He is changing, and softer, and at great pains to excuse us for 
not being men,” Isabella whispered happily to her baby, wliich was 
exceptionally pretty and, better still, as bright and responsive as poor 
little Joanna had been dull and queer. Cardinal Mendoza christened 
the child Maria, to everyone’s delight, since it was the name of at 
least half the girls in Spain and the second name of many a fiercely 
mustachioed fighting man. Isabella had chosen it out of devotion; 
Ferdinand had gravely approved it as a democratic gesture. 

He would have liked to leave for the north to escape tlie Anda- 
lusian heat, which was severe tliat year. But the doctors advised 
Isabella not to travel so soon after tlie birth of the princess; it had 
been a difficult one, and Isabella s recovery was not as rapid as iLSual 
Seeing Ferdinand idle, restive and getting a little fat, she would 
have disregarded the doctors’ advice and gone hunting with liim in 
tlie cool forests around Madrid except for disturbing reports that 
the Marques of Cadiz continued to send her, Over tlie mountains, 
he warned, the Moor of Granada was prowling like a caged pantlier. 

“Nonsense,” said Ferdinand. “This is the season. I’m tempted to 
make a few forays across die border myself, since it seems inad- 
visable for us to go hunting right now.” 

“When the war comes,” Isabella said, “it won’t be sport.” 

Ferdinand chucked her under the chin and smiled. She was .still 
in bed and a wetnurse sat at the other end of the apartment nursing 
the new little Infanta. “Prone and helpless and already fighting a 
battle! My dear, I think you have a fever.” Pie kissed her brow; it 
was cool. “No, no fever.” But he respected her instinct even when 
he made fun of it. “Can you possibly be serious?” 

“It’s exasperating to be forced to He in bed so long.” 

He nodded thoughtfully. Apparently she was serious. “I think we 



can expect only the iisiual border raids during the summer,” he said, 
“and when winter comes they will dwindle out. That has been the 
pattern for seven hundred years. Why should it change?” 

“Things do.” 

“Not much.” 

“Ithink things change.” 

“Wars don’t.” 

“Yes, tliey do.” 

He laughed. “You are the most stubborn, most illogical, most de- 
lightful creature I have ever metl” 

“Ferdinand, will you recommission the Aragon fleet for war?” 

“Now I am positive you have a fever,” he said. 

But he took pains to examine the state of their kingdoms and he 
was satisfied with what he found. The plague in Seville had abated; 
harvests that year were good; there was peace at home and abroad; 
taxes were paid on time and in full; tlie roads were safe and few 
brigands had to be hanged. At length Isabella arose from her sick- 
bed, almost too slender for Ferdinand’s taste and pale after repeated 
bleedings. 

“I wish the doctors would change something, too,” she said. “That 
horrid treahnent. I always feel weak after a bleeding.” 

“Good heavens, Isabella, how would anybody ever get well?” 

He ordered Cardinal Mendoza to sing a Te Deum of thanksgiving 
in the cathedral on Christmas Day, and joined his own prayers 
heartily with those of every other Spaniard that the queen was safe. 
During her long convalescence the odd thought had struck him that 
it was possible for Isabella to die before he did. He had always 
assumed that he would be the first, probably in battle, a hazard he 
coolly accepted. But the hazards of childbirtli, it seemed, could equal 
those of battle. He shook the gloomy notion out of his thoughts, for 
he knew tliat if he were to analyze it, step by step as he analyzed 
everytliing else, he might come to a conclusion involving the relative 
bravery of women and warriors; for whereas a warrior in battle had 
faithful comrades to help him, a woman in childbed had to fight 
her battle alone. “There is something grossly illogical with any such 
conclusion,” he muttered and quicWy thought about pleasanter 
things. Come spring, he and Isabella would have their hunt at Ma- 
drid and then the Castilian roses would bloom again in her cheeks. 

While Cardinal Mendoza was chanting the Christmas Te Deum 
the Moors of Granada accomplished a feat of arms that astonished 



even themselves by its complete success. They raided Zahara; tiiey 
took Zahara. 

Zahara was a Castilian frontier city that was deemed impreg- 
nable. It sat on a granite mountain; the roads to it were so steep that 
steps had had to be cut in them; the walls of the citadel were sheer 
and the place was so high that at times the watchmen in the towers 
could actually look down on clouds drifting below them. Zahara W'as 
so unapproachable that women were sometimes compared with it. 
If a man tried to flirt with a beautiful girl and found her to be of 
cold, unassailable virtue he was likely to slirug and say, “Chaste as 
Zaharal” and go on to easier prey. 

Beautiful, impregnable Zahara fell, humbled on Cliristmas Day to 
a daring surprise attack. Under cover of a howling storm, in a blind- 
ing rain, the Moors, unheard and unseen, slithered up the mountain 
and scaled the dripping walls and found no watchmen there, for 
who would stand watch on the walls of such a city in such a tempest 
on such a day when the castle was feasting? 

Isabella’s eyes blazed green witli fiuy when a herald came .spur- 
ring with the totally unexpected news from the Marques of Cadiz, 
She touched her clenched hand to her breast, like a priest at the 
mea culpa, and murmured, “My fault! My fault! I have failed to be 
watchful over my inheritance.” She crumpled the dispatch and threw 
it into the fire, where it burned brightly for a few seconds and dis- 
appeared into ashes. “So perish all infidels! So perish all enemies of 
the holy faith!” 

“Exactly,” said Ferdinand, amused. “A sentiment 1, thoroughly 
approve.” 

She walked rapidly up and down the apartment, her skirts bil- 
loudng and rustling like a wind, her heels clicking over the flagstoned 
floor. In a corner, like an unused dress, her armor hung beside Ferdi- 
nand’s. She went over to it, touched it, and drew lier hand away. 
“Dusty,” she said in a tone of reproval that sometimes she used to 
a negligent servant. But this reproach was addressed to herself. “Oh 
F erdinand, I am so ashamed.” Her cheeks were scark^t. 

“I must say, it becomes you. Viva el Morol” 

“Ferdinand, for shame!” 

“Nay, my dear, I am only joking. Yet if this is the tonic to bring 
back the roses to your cheeks I could find it in my heart to declare, 
that tire loss of Zahara is not an unmitigated disaster.” 

“But it is, it is, it is!” 



He dropped his bantering tone. “I wish you would calm yourself. 
Even a man, if he’s sick in bed, cannot be expected to attend to 
every single detail of his duties in person.” 

“Zahara is no detail” 

“I do not minimize the loss of Zahara ” he said soberly. “But it 
certainly wasn’t your fault. No one could have foreseen the attack, 
which was foolhardy in the extreme from the Moorish point of view.” 

“It was successful” 

“Only because some lazy sentinels were stuffing themselves witli 
Christmas dinner instead of keeping watch. If I could get my hands 
on them I’d teach diem a lesson.” 

Isabella’s anger subsided, for she remembered that by now all the 
garrison of Zahara were in Moorish dungeons. One of her childhood 
memories, a sight she had never forgotten, was the white, scanned 
wrists, still disfigured and swollen, of Pedro de Bobadilla, father of 
Beatriz, her friend. He too had languished a prisoner in a dungeon 
in Granada until he was ransomed. 

“Nay, tliey are learning their lesson now, this very night, groaning 
under a weight of cruel chains that are biting into their flesh,” she 
said. “They are being punished enough. And as for the women, pray 
God that He will solace them in their shame.” 

Ferdinand nodded slowly. He would pray. All Spain would pray. 
But through the centuries such prayers had very seldom been an- 
swered. Some women, indeed, accepted Islam and rose to high es- 
tate. The Sultana of Granada herself had once been a Christian 
captive. She was so beautiful that the Moors named her Zoroya, tlie 
Morning Star, and she rose from slavery to marry tlie sultan and 
bear him his firstborn son, now heir to the infidel tlirone. 

In a calmer mood Isabella directed her secretary to wi'ite to the 
sultan and negotiate for tlie ransom of the prisoners, as was cus- 
tomary on both sides, both Moor and Cliristian alike, after border 
raids. Abiil Hassan, tlie sultan, replied witli a beautiful scroll of 
flowing Arabic script, itself a work of art, that he was quite willing 
to follow traditional iirocedure. But he was old and capricious and 
flushed with unexpected victory. He demanded an exorbitant sum. 

“I’d let the traitors rot before I paid such a price to get them back,” 
Ferdinand said. 

Isabella answered, “We’re going to need those soldiers,” and ran- 
somed them all She would have liked to ransom the women, but 
those the Moors never gave up. 
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“Perhaps I shall get the women back in tlie spring,” Ferdinand 
said, “if their husbands will have them and if they want to return.” 
He had given up his plans for a spring hunt and looked forward to 
some border raiing as far more exciting. He could not take .seriously 
Isabella’s foreboding that a long and exhausting war might already 
have begun which would end in the total defeat of one or the other 
of the belligerents. Such a dream, indeed, most Spanish caballeros 
cherished in their youth, but always abandoned as only a dream by 
the time they reached Ferdinand’s maturity and wisdom. 

The difficulty of conquering die Kingdom of Granada was ahnost 
unimaginable. It had taken seven centuries for the Spaniards to roll 
back the Moorish frontier from the northern provinces to die line of 
mountains in southern Andalusia where now it lay and had lain for 
many years. Throughout all the reign of Henry tiie Impotent only 
one advance had been made, the spectacular capture of Gibraltar, 
and that was achieved by the Duke of Medina Sidonia. 

But die Marques of Cadiz did not wait for spring. A man of strong 
passions, twice married, childless—at least as regarded legitimate 
issue— chivalrous beyond the ordinaiy demands of chivalry (he even 
released captive Moorish women) and fiercely jealous of his personal 
honor, he took the rape of Zahara as a personal insult. Zahara lay 
close to his city of Xeres, where the wine dial the English called 
“sherry” was made, close to his capibd city of Cadiz, from wliich 
he took his tide. 

Widiin the month he apiiroached the king with a plan for imme- 
diate action. He had learned from his scouts, he said, that a certain 
Moorish city was almost as carelessly guarded as Zahara. 

Ferdinand nodded approvingly. “Nodiing is so ustTui in war, nay, 
in government itself, as an efficient body of secret agents. Pray pro- 
ceed.” 

The city of Alhama, said die Marques of Cadiz, could be captured 
in a day with a little luck and a litde daring! 

At the name of Alhama F^dinand stared incredulously. Cadiz was 
propo.sing a wildly impractical adventure. Alhama lay squarely in 
the geographical center of the Kingdom of Granada, fifty miles from 
the Castilian frontier. Except that distances were shorter in the Moor- 
ish kingdom the plan was very much as if a Moori.sli captain were 
proposing to capture Toledo in the heart of Castile. 

“If you captured it you would be cut off, surrounded by enemy 
forti-e.sses. Then what would you do?” 
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“Why, hold it, Your Highness, till the places in between could be 
reduced.” 

Ferdinand repressed a smile. He did not like giant leaps in life; 
he did not like giant leaps in war. They left one mth no avenue of 
repeat. 

“I think you should take your plan to tlie queen,” he said. “In my 
judgment the venture is not sufficiently sure of success to warrant tlie 
risks; but the queen should decide, since her hoops are involved. 
Whatever she decides, seiior marques, your plan does you honor and 
exhibits superlative imagination.” Ferdinand smiled graciously. 

The Marques of Cadiz left the king somewhat crestfallen, con- 
vinced that he was being put o£E with fair words and that Isabella 
would give him a soft but definite refusal. 

Isabella did nothing of the kind. She was elated with the plan. Her 
face lighted up like a clear sudden dawn. She called at once for a 
map and followed it enthusiastically as Cadiz pointed out hidden 
ravines and mountain passes high in the clouds where a powerful 
force could make its way secretly to the city and surprise it as Zahara 
had been surprised. 

“God prosper your glorious endeavor,” she said, “and return to me 
safely so faithful and daring a vassal!” 

He left her presence as high in spirit as he had been low when 
Ferdinand dismissed him. 

Ferdinand said to his wife, “A soldier ought to make war the way 
he eats a piece of meat: first chew around the edges, then devour 
the heart.” 

“That is certainly one good way,” Isabella said. 

“It’s the only way,” 

“Cadiz spoke like a poet, so inspired he was by his plan. But it’s 
practical too. He should have explained it to you more thoroughly.” 

“I suppose I didn’t give him the time,” Ferdinand laughed. “Artists 
in government, and now poets in wart I just naturally distrust them, 
Isabella.” 

“He will be slain if he fails,” Isabella said gravely. 

“Nay, a man can hazard no more tlian his life. I do not say 1 do 
not admire him. But it’s no way to eat meat and it’s no way to capture 
Alhama.” 

In February the Marques of Cadiz placed himself at the head 
of his troops. Hiding by day, marching at night thr-ough rocky gorges, 
over barren mountain ridges, the long line of Spaniards snaked its 
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way tlirough enemy countiy unnoticed towards Albania and fell 
idoiently upon it. A scout who had been left behind for the purpose 
observed the action from a neighboring height, and turned and 
made his solitary perilous way on foot, back to the queen to report 
that Alhama had fallen. The plan of the Marques of Cadiz had 
achieved complete success. 

But immediately the surrounding countryside began to swarm 
with alerted Moorsh troops. Cadiz had penetrated deep, like the 
head of a spear; but the shaft of the spear broke off. Ferdinand 
scowled, “Now he is isolated, just as I knew he would be. I warned 
him, but he would not Ksten.” 

“There was more to his plan,” Isabella said. “We will support him, 
and reduce the places in between.” 

“We means me this time, I suppose,” Ferdinand said, and grimly 
set out to organize a relief expedition. “Cadiz traveled light; he can 
live on the supplies he found in Alhama only a month or two at 
most. I don’t want him to starve, of course, but it will take time to 
reach him, Isabella, it will take time.” 

Isabella hoped it would not take too long. “I’ll lielp all I can,” .she 
said. 

It was difficult to recruit soldiens out of season, but slowly they 
gathered, yielding to Isabella’s eloquence and Ferdinand’s unremit- 
ting industry. A mountain of arms and supplies began to pile up. 
But months passed and still Ferdinand was not satisfied that lie had 
enough. 

“I wish Medina Sidonia would offer his troops,” Isabella said wist- 
fully. 

Ferdinand snorted in disdain. “Medina Sidonia is thoroughly en- 
joying the discomfiture of his enemy. I told you he and Cadiz still 
hate each other at heart.” 

“That is wrong,” Isabella said. 

“It’s a fact,” Ferdinand said, “Why won’t you ever face facts?” 

Quietly Isabella summoned the Duquesa de Medina Sidoiua to 
Cordova and pleaded with her. “The duke is Cadiz’ closest neigh- 
bor,” she said, “and could be his closest friend 1 How' shameful, how- 
pitiful for Spaniards to stand aside and continue a personal feud 
when Spaniards are starving in Alhama!” 

“I ti-uly think,” the duque.sa .smiled, “that my husband aw.^aits 
only an invitation from Your Highness to offer his help. I know^ liow 
much he loves you, but he loves his honor too.” 
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‘'He will lose no honor fighting the Moor," Isabella said. 

Somewhat stiffly the duquesa replied, “The duke has fought the 
Moor before, Your Highness, if Your Highness will only remember his 
present of Gibraltar to your brother Henry," 

Ferdinand grumbled in private, “Command the old fool! She’s 
your vassal, isn’t she?” 

It was hard to command a highborn Andalusian lady, and it was 
impossible for a wife to command a husband. Isabella could only 
persuade. 

Medina Sidonia, his punctilious pride assuaged, roared into action. 
He addressed a loyal letter to Isabella, tlianldng her for the oppor- 
tunity of fighting the Moor again and promised to lead his men at 
once to the relief of Iris good neighbor the Marquds of Cadiz. 

“One would think he had just heard of the predicament at Al- 
hama,” Ferdinand muttered. “I am half-inclined to hmxy my plans 
a bit and go to the relief myself, I am almost ready to march anyhow.” 

By the time he marched, however, Medina Sidonia had forced 
his way through the Granadine territory and arrived with a fanfare 
of trumpets under the walls of Alhama. The beleaguered Christians 
witliin threw open the gates, and a long line of heavily laden sumpter 
mules filed in with great quantities of aims and provisions for the 
defenders, Ihen, in a demonstration of mutual forgiveness that 
brought tears and wild bursts of cheering from their troops, the 
marques and the duke publicly embraced. In Alhama, die city 
that die one had stormed and the odier relieved, the two former 
enemies buried their ancient hostility and swore to be friends for 
life, united in a greater, a common cause. No one could doubt the 
sincerity of their reconciliation, for the isolation of Alhama lent an 
awful solemnity to their meeting. Alhama was still surrounded by 
miles of unconquered country; beyond the walls the bell that now 
called the Clnistians to prayer would fall on furious infidel ears. 

Ferdinand, hearing of Medina Sidonia’s exploit, gravely turned 
his column about and marched back to Cordova in perfect order. 
Isabella greeted him affectionately and went to great lengths to 
praise liim. “I do not doubt that Medina Sidonia would have had a 
much more difficult time if you had not followed him so closely with 
such a powerful force." For once again a battle had eluded her hus- 
band and the laurels of war went to Medina Sidonia and Cadiz. 

“If you imagine for one moment that I am jealous of your wild 
Andalusian grandees, mi senora, be assured that I am not! It would 



be gratifying, however, if they would deign to coordinate their mili- 
tary aiffairs vdth their king’s.” 

Leaving Alhama strongly garrisoned and provisioned, the duke 
and the marques returned to Cordova accompanied by an escort so 
small that some said a host of guardian angels must have sat in their 
saddles. The cheering populace who greeted them attributed their 
safe transit through infidel country to the skill and romantic good 
luck of the born Andalusian frontiersman. Ferdinand’s sensitive 
nose sniffed the political wind from the soutli and his keen analytical 
mind suspected something far more mundane. He did not know 
what it might be, but the Moors seemed astonishingly unobservant. 

Cadiz and Medina Sidonia presented themselves to their sover- 
eigns, who feasted and feted them royally and invited tliem to sit 
in their presence. 

In spite of Ferdinand’s fierce denial that he was jealous, Isabella 
knew that he was. The conquerors of Alhama would have been glad 
to return to tlieir estates for a while for a rest; but if they should, 
Isabella foresaw a mood of protracted gloom in her household. 
“There was another important aspect of your plan, .sehor marqu6s,” 
she said pleasantly to Cadiz. 

“The reduction of the places in between. Which place shall be 
first?” 

Cadiz said at once, “Loja, Your Highness.” 

She looked to the Duke of Medina Sidonia for confirmation. “Lo|a, 
unquestionably. But for Loja cannon will be required. It is massive 
rather than high, with powerful defenses in depth. The Moor.s of 
Loja never sleep.” 

“We have cannon in abundance,” Ferdinand said. 

Medina Sidonia persisted. “The state of the roads is extremely 
bad. It would be difficult to transport cannon without extensive road 
building, and tliat would absolutely eliminate whatever small chance 
of surprise still exists.” 

"I do not think camion are necessary. My instinct tells me,” Ferdi- 
nand said, glancing slyly at Isabella, “that all is not well in the high 
councils of the enemy. Without in the least detracting from your 
successes, mis primos, I think we should storm I^oja at once; for 
there is some weighty reason why thousands of men can slip through 
fifty miles of Moorish territory, not once but twice, without a major 
battle.” 



“I will foilow Your Highness anywhere ” Cadiz said to the long, 
but he looked at the queen. 

“The king shall lead you,” Isabella said. “And yet, my dear,” she 
said, turning to Ferdinand, “is it truly wise to go without cannon? 
Our experts counsel caution,” 

“I abhor unnecessary risks. I was tibie first to legislate against gam- 
bling; I dare say I am the only man in Spain who still obeys the 
pragmatica; also I am thorougWy conversant with the value of ar- 
tillery, which I have used with some effect against tlie French. But 
I am persuaded tliat sometlnng is happening in Granada which 
renders tiie Moor unobservant, off his guard.” 

“We did have phenomenal luck,” Medina Sidonia admitted. 

“It would be a glorious victory to take Loja,” the marques replied, 
warming to the venture. 

Ferdinand led them to Loja, but either his instinct had been wrong 
or whatever was amiss in Granada had now rectified itself. At Loja 
the Moors were alert. Cannon fii'e raked the Christian troops from 
the walls and inflicted heavy loses. Then the Moors sallied forth 
and gave battle. Ferdinand charged deep into tlieir ranks, enraged 
at his persistent ill luck and fxirious at having guessed so wrongly. 
The crown on his helm and his gold-inlaid armor marked him a 
special prize. He was surrounded by screaming fanatic assailants, 
greedy for a king’s ransom. His sword crashed and whined like a 
thunderstorm among the bodies of his attackers, and Cadiz and 
Medina SIdonia were astonished at a novel sight, as Andrds de 
Cabrera had been: a swordsman so strong that men’s heads jumped 
off their shoulders when his blade struck their necks. If Ferdinand 
had died at that moment he would have died happy. 

He did indeed come perilously close to death, for the supply of 
Moors was endless, and he was only one. Seeing him surrounded, 
Icnowing that he could not retreat if he wanted to, the Marques of 
Cadiz and seventy calialleros cut their way to him through the howl- 
ing melee. They could not see his face, but through his steel vizor 
they heard him shouting ciu'ses at tliem. He did not want to be 
saved. For those curses, in that perilous instant, they forgave him 
all his bad judgment, from their hearts. 

He was amazed to find how these wild Andalusians respected him 
after tliat, V'hen they retreated, when they were safe again, when 
they could talk to him. For of course the Christians had to reheat. 
The attack on Loja was a dismal failure. 
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Ferdinand swore solemnly, “I will go back and take Loja if it is the 
last thing I do in tliis life.” 

Cadiz and Medina Sidonia said, “So will we, Yonr Highness, any 
time yon give the command.” 

The year and the war went into their winter rest, but the life of 
the Spanish sovereigns was more crowded than ever, not only with 
military preparations for the spring but also with multifarious ad- 
ministration duties both foreign and domestic. 

To speed up her foreign correspondence Isabella learned to write 
and speak Latin, a feat which astonished her secretary, Pulgar, who 
taught her, and awed her Andalusian grandees ahnost as much as 
the heads that Ferdinand sent spinning to the ground with his sword. 

Everywhere in Spain men blessed their king and queen. The de\dl 
had sent them Heniy the Impotent, but God Himself had sent them 
Isabella and Ferdinand. 

AUiama, however, remained isolated. 



THE FAILUim AT LOJA NAGGED UNCEASINGLY AT FERDINAND’S MIND. HE 

could not rest until he explained it away. It .seemed illogical, and 
he disliked illogicalities. 

Isabella soothed him, calling his failure the fortune of war. She 
praised his bravery in battle; everyone wa.s talking about it, she said. 
She dwelt at length on his service to Spain in bringing Cadiz and 
Medina Sidonia togetlier, “closer than I ever could,” she said, “and 
in addition you won their deep personal devotion, a thing these 
southerners do not give easily.” 

“All that may be true, Isabella, and I love you for saying it. But I 
still think there was sometlung wrong, for a time at least, with the 
Moorish liigh command.” 

“Pleiase don’t take such chances in a melee figuin, Ferdinand.” 



“Tut, tut, Isabella! I am not old yet, in spite of tliis.” He ran Iiis 
band over his receding hairline, laughing, “Forehead Hlce a Sala- 
manca professor’s, haven’t I!” One of the best things about him was 
his absolute lack of vanity. “Perhaps I should act like one and get 
me a big fat mare and stay judiciously to the rear while a battle is 
being fought.” 

“Kings do, and are not called cowards. You have won your spurs 
long since.” 

“Isabella, I’d die.” 

“Then I should too.” 

“The trutli is, my dear, I was furiously angry in that fight and I 
didn’t much care what happened.” 

“I cared.” 

“Now, of course, I am grateful to Cadiz for coming to my rescue, 
though it was humiliating at the time,” 

“Cadiz and seventy others, Ferdinandl It took seventy-one brave 
Caballeros to beat off the Moors you fought singlehanded. Please be 
more careful, my dear one. I do not vsdsh to be a widow.” 

“Hm-m,” Ferdinand said. He was tliinldng again about Loja. 

Ferdinand’s political instinct had not been wrong, merely a little 
slow in operating. Something had indeed been amiss in the 
Granadine high command, something that had spread great confu- 
sion among the Moors. A swift palace revolution had brewed, burst 
and been settled all in the space of a few weeks in the capital city of 
Granada, 

Old Abul Hassan, the sultan, had fallen in love with a luscious 
young concubine and married her. Zoroya, die Morning Star, whose 
beauty was somewliat dimmed in her middle age, was furiously jeal- 
ous. Zoroya’s son, who was impatient to rule, plotted with her against 
his father, the sultan. 

“You see the evils of polygamy,” Ferdinand said, when the news 
came out. 

“I do indeed,” Isabella replied, not joking, as he had been. 

Zoroya and her son Abdallah, the crown prince, had rcciTiited a 
substantial following. Fighting Broke out in the palace and spread 
to the streets. It ended in a draw, but with hatred still strong in both 
factions. 

Rather than give up his young new wife, Abul Hassan gave up 
his capital, retiring to Malaga on the beautiful Mediterranean coast. 
Young Alidallah was promptly proclaimed snltan of the city of Gra- 
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nada, wiiile Abui Hassan remained sultan of tlie rest of the Moorish 
kingdom. Thus the Moorish realm was split in two, as Castile had 
been during the reign of Henry the Impotent. 

“This is wonderful news for Christendom, Isabella!” 

Isabella thanked God, not only for the weakening of the foes of 
Spain, but also for Ferdinand, who could see how marital discord 
could work to tlie detriment of a whole kingdom. Not, indeed, that 
she worried so much any more. His behavior had long been exem- 
plary. In closest unity they had worked and thought and planned 
together. She felt sure of his love, and the torturing visions of rivals 
had all but faded. Sometimes she was even a little glad that he was 
getting bald, for however handsome he might remain in her eyes, she 
did not suppose other women would find him quite as irresistible as 
he had been in his twenties. But then she would remember that it 
did not matter what a king looked like. He could be hook-nosed and 
toothless and ugly and old as sin, nothing mattered so long as he was 
king. And when she remembered that, she would touch her cross 
and smile and pray God to preserve Ferdinand from the wiles of 
scheming women as well as from the perils of battle. 

Isabella’s thoughts were bent on the prosecution of the Moorish 
warj Ferdinand’s on paying for it. Help came again from the Church. 
Pope Sixtus dispatched a ship to Spain with a magnificent present, 
not a loan but an outright gift, of one hundred thousand gold ducats. 
But the papal legate who brought the gold brought something else 
that annoyed Ferdinand exceedingly: a letter from tlie Poi^e pro- 
testing against the Inquisition in vigorous terms, “Many baptized 
Jews of your city of Seville have come to our court,” tlie Holy Father 
said, “complaining that your Inquisitors do not accept the sincerity 
of their conversion and threaten them as crypto-Jews, with the re- 
sult that these converts, who ought to be welcomed into the shep- 
herd’s fold like lost sheep, fear for tlieir lives and have left their 
homes and their country.” In Rome, the Poiie declared, he would 
give them sanctuary until such time as the Spanish sovereigns should 
change not indeed their zeal for the faith but the reckless haste of 
their Inquisitors in Seville. 

The Seville Inquisition had been Ferdinand’s special interest since 
its inception. He longed to extend it to other cities. “Just when it is 
beginning to pay, this confounded letter has to come!” he grumbled 
to Isabella. The temporary wax measure was more than ever neces- 
sar\% he said, now that war had become chronic. But the supreme 
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head of Christendom condemned it! Ferdinand found himself in a 
quandary that tested Ms wits to the uttermost. 

His wits were equal to the test. He schemed to extend the Inquisi- 
tion quietly, logically and legally; but he knew he would have to 
approach Isabella warily on a subject she always found distasteful, 
“There has been an alarming increase of crime in the last couple of 
years,” he said. 

“I'm afraid there always is in wartime.” 

“Too many of die Hermandad are now soldiers in the army.” 

“We've got to have soldiers, more and more of them.” 

“But they neglect their police duties, especially during active cam- 
paigns.” 

Isabella sighed. "I know.” 

“It has occurred to me tiiat in a good many cases the Hermandad 
does not have proper jmisdiction anyhow. Many lords of great es- 
tates are feudatory to abbots, bishops and other churchmen. Could 
not crime in such places be curbed more effectively by Inquisitors 
than by the Hermandad, which is usually absent? It would take, a 
heavy burden off them and it would certainly contribute to order- 
liness.” 

“I suppose if an estate is an ecclesiastical fief the Inquisition could 
claim jurisdiction in heresy cases.” 

“What’s fair for one place is fair for another, isn’t it?” 

“I never liked it in Seville, and neither does Cardinal Mendoza 
and neither does the Holy Father.” 

“Nay, wait a moment, and do not let us quarrel. The Seville In- 
quisition has not claimed wider jurisdiction. I merely suggest that 
we ask our ecclesiastical prosecutors to assume ceifain additional 
responsibilities when crimes are committed on church fiefs—miirder, 
bigamy, rape, arson, theft, usury, divination, mixing of love potions, 
a host of civil offenses now dealt with by the Hermandad, too often 
inadequately since the forces of the Hermandad simply cannot be 
in the army and at the same time attending to their local police 
duties.” 

It was a reasoned argument and he saw her wavering. He pressed 
Ms advantage. 

“I know, of course, that you dislike spies,” he said, “but ‘spy’ is 
just an unpleasant word. A better word is mformant.’ Trusted in- 
formants are necessary in government. England has its Star Cham- 
ber, Louis of France is famous for the accurate intelligence of his 
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network of secret agents. Are the Inquisition’s methods .so different 
from tliose of oiir able and respected cousins abroad?" 

Isabella hesitated. The fiefs of the church were extensive. He was 
asking her to make an important decision . . . “I cannot deny your 
logic, Ferdinand, but I feel in my heart there are scm'cIs of future 
trouble in this.” 

“No one can legislate for the future,” Ferdinand said, “which will 
doubtless have troubles of its own.” 

“Would you let me choose the Chief Inquisitor?” 

Ferdinand saw he was winning, and beamed, “My dear, of course! 
No matter how soft he may be.” 

“I do not want a soft man, but a just man, fearless, hard-working, 
broad- visioned. I know such a man, but he is so retiring tliat he will 
probably refuse the appointment. He was my tutor when I was a 
girl at Arevalo.” 

“Anyone you please, my dear.” 

She summoned Fray Tomds de Torquemada from his priory of 
Santa Cruz in Segovia. He was now sixty-four years old. He walked 
barefoot the two hundred and thirty miles from Segovia to Cordova. 
Having washed his habit and patched it with a needle and thread 
that he always carried for the purpose, he presented himself to Isa- 
bella. 

“You sent for me, mi princesaF’ 

Ferdinand was not easily awed, but Torquemada had the air of a 
Roman emperor and feet like a beggars. Even in Castile, the land 
of stones and saints, Ferdinand had never seen such imperial as- 
surance coupled with such abject heedlcssne.ss of self. Yet the man 
was not putting on a show of saintline.ss. He wa.s not ostentatiously 
ragged; his leathery feet were dean; he seemed indeed to have been 
at some pains to look his best. It was astonishing for Ferdinand to 
hear the queen addressed as mi princesa, as if she were still a little 
girl. “This man won’t impose many fines,” Ferdinand thought as he 
looked at him, “but those he imposes he will not steal. Here i,s the 
incorruptible, if ever I saw it.” 

Isabella told her old tutor that she wished him to accept a newly 
formed post; she asked if he would become the Inquisitor General 
for Spain, “I arn afrdd you will be very unpopular,” she said hon- 
estly, “since the king and I, influenced by the rapid increase of crime 
during tliis war, shall add a number of purely civil offenses to your 
jurisdiction. Thus, some offenders who would have accepted their 
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punisbuent without complaint at the hands of municipal judges, will 
probably protest that they are being persecuted when the same of- 
fenses are punished by religious judges, but crime must be put 
down.” 

Ferdinand assured him, “A i3rosecuting attorney can never really 
be popular, Fray Tomas.” 

“I do not in the least care what the world thinks of me,” Torque- 
mada replied, ‘■'’so long as I do my duty.” 

To Isabella s surprise Torquemada proved not at all unpopular. 
People in districts that could not conceivably be classed as church 
fiefs actually asked for (and Torquemada refused them) the es- 
tablishment of an Inquisition in tlieir towns. Like the Hermandad, 
like martial law, it would give tliem civil security iu wartime. On 
occasion, of course, in the places where it operated, it would put on 
spectacular burnings of relapsed heretics, like the French, who 
burned Joan of Arc, and die Germans, where, said the German am- 
bassador, a lamentable outbreak of witches had just occurred, re- 
quiring the slow roasting of thirty thousand of the creatures, a figure 
that Ferdinand halved in his mind, knowing how Germans exag- 
gerated. Nowhere in Spain did it equal the exquisite entertainment 
afforded by the Hungarians when they tortured John Huss, nor the 
elaborate ritual of boiling in oil, which was the fate of French trai- 
tors; for Isabella, in a pragmatica tliat found its way into the chroni- 
cles, required strangling to death before burning, a spoil-sport edict 
which disappointed the crowds like her sheathing the horns of bulls 
during bullfights. 

"Your fear for the future,” Ferdinand said to her with great satis- 
faction, "must have, envisioned a very far future indeed.” 

Shortly Pope Sixtus died, and the new Pope was soon so embroiled 
with secular affairs in Italy among contending factions who were 
fighting The Barons’ War, that Rome, like Spain, lost sight of the 
infant Spanish Inquisition among current events of far greater mo- 
ment. 

The Moorish war now gave Ferdinand another if somewhat back- 
handed, source of satisfaction. It pimged him of much of the shame 
that he felt for his failure at Loja, but he savored it only in secret, 
since, it was a bitter reversal for Spain. The indomitable Marcfues 
of Cadiz, it developed, could also lose battles. 

There was a fertile valley winding among the mountains north of 
Malaga. It was superbly farmed by the Moors, rich in grain fields, 
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vineyards, cattle and sheep and thriving little to’wns. It seemed to 
offer rich spoil, especially o£ provender for the army. Into tins wind- 
ing valley Cadiz led a large foraging expedition, expecting an easy 
victory. His knights and h*oops were in a fiesta spirit and sang as 
they marched. 

Then the Moors, who had hidden on the heights in a place where 
the valley was naiTOw, swooped down on them from both sides 
in the dark when the Clnistians had camped for the night. Cadiz 
barely escaped with his life. Five hundred Spanish troops were cap- 
tured and enslaved. Two hundred Spanish knights were herded into 
the dungeons of Malaga, to wear chains instead of beautiful Toledo 
armor, till Ferdinand and Isabella could ransom them. Reluctantly 
Isabella agreed that the ransom of so many titled caballeros would 
have to wait, for Abul Hassan, in whose tenitoiy the disaster had oc- 
curred, demanded an impossible sum for their release. 

“Unchivalrous, untraditional, unethical old scoimdrell" Ferdinand 
fumed. “Either he is fabulously rich and doesn’t need the money, 
or else he is desperately poor and hopes we can meet his demands.” 

Isabella shook her head; her face was grave and troubled. “He’s 
neitlier, Ferdinand. He simply doesn’t want Spain to get back those 
fighters. He knows, as I do, that we are engaged in a war of ex- 
tinction!” 

“But kings have always ransomed fighters, titled ones, anyhow.” 

“Not in a war like this.” 

“This war is hke any other war,” he said. But little by little she 
was edging him over to her belief that the character of war could 
change, and had changed and involved the heart of a nation, not 
only its edges. He finally yielded to her enti-eaty that he supply at 
least a few ships from Aragon to reinforce hers, which had begun to 
blockade the entire Granadine coastline. When the Grand Admiral 
of Castile captured several profitable prizes Ferdinand sent more 
Aragonian ships. But on land he continued the traditional border 
tactics of raids and forays, leading them often in person, lu-avely as 
always. 

One such raid, which he did not have the luck to be commanding, 
met with spectacular success. In a minor engagement a tall and 
handsome Moor, fairer of complexion than most, had his liorse killed 
under him. As the animal fell he leapt to the ground and continued 
to fight on foot. He was instantly surrounded by a ring of Castilian 
infanti-)unen; he cut them to pieces with a jeweled scimitar. But they 
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were too many for liim and at last, fainting with fatigue, he shouted 
his name, lest he be killed, and surrendered to a totally undistin- 
guished soldier named Mai-tin Hurtado. The brave and handsome 
light-skinned Moor was Abdallah, the young sultan of the City of 
Granada. He had gone into battle with a rash high heart to win 
glory and renown; he had succeeded only in getting himself cap- 
tured by a peasant. 

The peasant took him to a captain, the captain took him to the 
Idng, who said, “Well, Isabella? What have you now to say for your 
silly theory of war! You had almost persuaded me that you laiew 
more about fighting tlian a man.” 

“Pray God that such miracles continue in the future” she 
answered. 

“It is very disconcerting the way you evade a simple question,” 
he said. 

Taking advantage of the general confusion among the Moors that 
followed the capture of one of their sultans, the Marques of Cadiz 
led an attack against Zahara so daring in concept as to be absurd. 
He recaptured the city in the clouds in broad daylight without the 
loss of a single Spaniard. 

“Well, Isabella?” 

She was beside herself with joy; Alhama was now no longer iso- 
lated and could probably be held. 

“The miracles continue!” she murmured. 

“Perhaps. Or else we have proof that chewing around the edges 
eventually eats into the heart.” 

“Or that Zahara, the virtuous lady, having once lost her virtue, 
was an easy conquest thereafter.” 

“Do not let Cadiz hear you say that.” 

“I thank God for these victories, and it does not matter on what 
tlieory tliey were won.” 

“My dear, the war is all but over.” 

“I hope so,” 

They summoned a Cortes to deliberate what should be done with 
the saltan, whether he should be offered for ransom or held prisoner. 
} 3 ut even before the Gortes convened, Ferdinand sent a herald to 
Abui Hassan in Malaga, threatening death to tlie young man unless 
all 200 of the caballeros still imprisoned in Malaga were released. 
Abiil Hassan had no reason to love the son who had revolted against 
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him, but neitlier did he wish to see him killed, and he knew Fer- 
dinand’s record. He released the Spanish knights. 

“Well, Isabella?” 

She merely asked, “Would you really have executed him, Fertli- 
nand? His mother w’’as once a Christian. He might liav(> betm cion- 
verted,” 

Ferdinand laughed heartily. 

Then, in France, King Louis suddenly died and upset the equi- 
libriiun of Em-ope. 

“Since the war is all but won,” Ferdinand said, “this is a golden 
opportunity for me to go back to Amgon and raid Roussillon and 
Cerdagne, those two cities that Louis stole from my fatlier.” 

It appalled her that he was willing to divert strength to a border 
fight against Cluistians when she did not believe that the war against 
the infidel was won, or anywhere near. 

“We cannot afford a war with France,” she .said. 

“Not a war; just a raid.” 

“It would lead to a war, and that would involve all Spain. The 
Moorish war needs yon.” 

“Nonsense.” 

"I’m afraid, Ferdinand.” 

“You afraid? Then you are sick. Why, if we never win another 
Moorish victory we’ll still have done more for the Reconquest than 
any other Spanish sovereigns.” 

“Ferdinand, I need you too,” 

“Eh?” 

“A wife wants her husband near her at times,” 

“What on earth are you talking about?” 

She looked at him. In other years he would have understood. 

“I shall remain until the Cortes decides about Abdallab, of course,” 
lie said. “I shall want to be there to advise tliem.” 

“We are going to have anotlier prince, or princess,” she luid to 
explain. 

“Tut, tut, you won’t need me for tliat. After all it’s the .fifth tiiru', 
isn’t it? And it will probably be another girl.” 

She was suddenly furious at him; her eyes flared lu'g and green. 
“The Mother of God was a girl!” 

“I consider such a remark highly irreverent,” he said ]iirimly. “and 
not in the least apxilicable.” 

“Perhaps it is, but it’s still the truth,” she said in a lower voice. 
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Her spasm of anger had passed, but her heart and her cross were 
heavy. She had been bedridden for months after her last confine- 
ment; she was frightened of what another might do to her. She 
wished Ferdinand had not forgotten so quickly. 

“I know you have a great deal on your mind,” she said; but he 
did not accept the little peace offering she was extending to make 
amends for her anger. He was counting on his fingers. 

She smiled. “If you remain to advise the Cortes and then conquer 
Roussillon and Cerdagne quickly enough, I dare say youll be back- 
in time.” 

His attitude altered slightly, but it was too diplomatic and per- 
suasive to be warm. She saw that he wanted something from her. 

“Quite true,” he said in his best kings-councff voice. “Naturally 
I shall want to be witli you. However—” and she knew that next 
would come the demand; she knew him so well!— “you admit that 
Roussillon and Cerdagne will have to be captured very quickly. I 
shall need money, brave captains, troops. Nay, do not look dis- 
pleased. I do not ask for Castilian money. I can get money in Ara- 
gon. But some Castilian officers and men, added to my own, they 
indeed would speed up the venture immea.surably. And then I could 
be back at your side to greet the little new one!” 

“Ferdinand, Ferdinand, fighters cannot be spared from the Moor- 
ish war.” She wanted to plead with him not to mix their private and 
public lives. It was ominous that he should use their unborn child 
as a political weapon to bribe troops and generals away from her 
for a border raid that he knew she did not approve. It betrayed the 
trader in him, from winch her proud Castilian nature instinctively 
drew away. Nor was it very kind. But she did not plead. She could 
not. She, who had begged cannon off castle walls for war, could not 
beg one word of kindness for herself. 

He continued daily to press her; daily she refused his demands. 
Talking to each other grew more and more painful. The impiea.s- 
antness that had started as a disagreement over policy degenerated 
itito a bitter personal quarrel. 

Everyone sensed that the king and queen were not getting along. 
A pall of gloom settled over the court. Generals tiptoed in and out 
of tlieii- presence as if they were W^alking on eggs, guarding their 
tongues, avoiding mention of the war; and thus all war planning 
came to a stop. The court physician, noting the tense aspect of the 
sovereigns, would have prescribed a sedative for the king, to calm 

[269I 



his angry bilious eyes, a draught o£ Oporto for the queen, to give 
her strength, for her cheehs were wan— but he was not consulted, 
and he dared not intrude. In the palace kitchens the cooks com- 
plained that Their Highnesses were eating notliing at all, and 
speculated unliappily what might be the cause. Maria Santistma! 
Oughtn’t a woman to build up her blood for a baby, especial!)? after 
that sickness witli the last one? 

Beatriz de Bobadilla said to her husband, “It breaks my heart that 
I cannot take her into my arms and comfort her, but I learned long 
ago not to criticize that cruel cold fish she married!” 

“Sh-h-hl” the Marqu6s of Moya whispered. “Do not say it aloud. 
But the king is hopelessly wrong, of course, to fight the French 
instead of the Moors,” 

“I’d garrot him!” 

“She’ll have her way in tlie end. She always wins him over.” 

“This time I’m not so sure,” Beatriz said, 

Ferdinand lingered a while to address the Cortes and advise them. 
They debated the fate of Abdallah lengthily. Some of the deputies 
were in favor of executing him; others advocated a tremendous ran- 
som. 

Ferdinand’s solution was shrewd and superlatively calculated. I^et 
the young Moorish sultan be released, he said, without any ran.som 
at all. Let him be sent back to Granada, to rule txs before. But first 
let him swear homage to the Spanish Sovereigns and liold his city 
in fief, like any other vassal, swearing by Chri.st or the Prophet— 
Ferdinand would accept either— never to bear arms again against 
Spain. “Thus,” said Fei-dinand, “Sultan Alxdallah will ]>e iK^ithcr a 
good Moor nor a good Spaniard, which is good for us, siuee the capi- 
tal city of our enemy will he immobilized. Confusion and discord 
will spread throughout all Morisma, and wlien the time comes tlic-. 
whole kingdom, rent by mternal dissension, will fall to us!” AikI, 
lest Abdallah he tempted to make war again, Ferdinand propos<‘d 
to keep his infant son, wliom Abdallah adored, as a hostage wlxose 
life would be forfeit the instant Abdallah broke the conditions of 
his release. 

The Cortes overwhelmingly adopted Ferdinand’s proposal. Abd- 
allah, who had no choice, signed the humiliating treaty tluit re- 
leased him, swore his oath of homage and tearfully left Ijcdiind in 
Spanish custody the small bright-eyed boy who was lii.s son. Tlui 
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other sultan, Abul Hassan, and the rest of the Moorish kingdom con- 
tinued die. war. 

Shortly thereafter Isabella announced that Ferdinand would leave 
for a visit to Aragon to attend to some business that tlie death of 
King Louis had brought to a critical stage, requiring His Highness’s 
personal attention. She was at pains to explain that his sojourn in 
Castile had been long, beneficial to the nation and invaluable in the 
Moorish war; his stay in his native Aragon, therefore, might be ex- 
pected also to be a little protracted. She was confident, she said, 
that all Castilians would pray for the speedy accomplishment of his 
mission while he was away and welcome him back, as would she, 
when he should return. 

Ferdinand left with an escort composed entirely of Aragonians. 
The queen and some ladies in waiting rode with him a little distance. 
He was silent until they parted. Then, ha a well-considered speech 
of farewell, as if he were reading a scroll, he kissed her hands and 
feet and assured her of his high esteem in many a formal phrase, 
and turned his horse’s head, dug in the spurs and disappeared. 

At once she called a council of war. All her trusted Castilian 
fighters wore there; the Marquds of Cadiz, the Duke of Medina 
Sidonia, Gonsalvo de Cordoba, the Grand Master of the Knights of 
Santiago, the Grand Admiral; men who loved and owed her much. 
With Ferdinand gone, her listless manner changed; she was crisp 
and elficiont, consumed with a zeal for war, for this war was the 
reason for her quarrel with Ferdinand. She hated it; and since she 
could nut hate an abstraction, she merely hated the Moors a little 
more. Never had the high resolve to crush the entire Kingdom of the 
Infidel burned s(5 fiercely within her. 

It was difficult for her generals to keep up with her rapid-fire 
orders; guns to be bought, roads to be constructed, troops to be re- 
cruited, powder to be manufactured, marble cannon balls to be 
chiseled, iron chain shot to be fabricated— it was new, she said, and 
exti-emely effective against enemy personnel, whom it simply sliced 
to pi(icos. It was also good to rip the rigging of enemy vessels to 
shreds; let the Grand Admiral see to iti He nodded, amazed at her. 
Since often she pre.sided over the war council after a review of the 
troops, they grew accustomed to seeing her in armor. 

But armor was steel, and steel was not flexible like a gown. Shortly 
she could wear it no longer. 

She still gave orders, but they were gentler ones. Her own con- 
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dition recalled to her mind the sick, the wounded, the suffering that 
war always produced. Why was it that no one had ever thought of 
assuaging the pain of the wounded in war? Yet no one ever had. 

She summoned her court physician, who tliought perhaps he. 
should bleed her, her activity having been feverish of late. An as- 
sistant was ready with the knife and tlie little brass dish. She said 
No. 

“I want you to organize a system of hospitals to follow the armies,” 
she said, “and staff them widi apothecaries skilled in the treatment 
of wounds.” 

“But Your Highness,” he protested, “hospitals are great solid build- 
ings and cannot be moved!” 

“A tent can be moved, senor physician. Why cannot a tent be a 
hospital? Let tents be used. Erect tliem and take them down as the 
armies advance, tliat many brave men may not suffer needless agony 
and many precious lives may be saved. See to it.” 

“Tliis is a totally new departure from traditional medical proce- 
dure,” he said stiffly. She saw he was preparing a host of objections. 

“I am confident that my own trusted surgeon will manage to solve 
the details,” she said quietly, but her eyes were stern. “Or do you 
suppose I ought to choose someone else?” 

He could not tell whether she meant someone else as the Queen’s 
Surgeon in Chief, or someone else to organize her entirely new con- 
cept of a mobile medical corps. His post was lucrative and honorable; 
he did not want to lose it. 

“I feel certain that I can handle this great humanitarian under- 
taking myself,” he replied, and at once advanced not objections but 
assurances tliat the plan was feasible: “A few extra tents, some light 
wagons for instruments, drugs and stretchers, some strong young 
apothecaries who can carry the stretchers and stay cool under fire— 
Your Highness, the soldiers will bless you for this!” 

As Isabella organized her realm alone, without Ferdinand, with- 
out even hearing from him, it seemed to the world that the Queen 
of Castile was content to be a warrior. But one day, speaking to 
Beatriz de Bobadilla about a mountain road she was building to 
tran.sport certain heavy guns, she broke off in the middle of a sen- 
tence and said, “He didn’t even ask me not to ride horses. He always 
did before.” Then she w^ent on and finished the sentence aliout the 
mountain road. 



FflOM TABAZONA, WHEBE HE HAD SUMMONED THE AllAGONIAN COBTES, 

Ferdinand at length wrote a letter to Isabella and chose Francisco 
de Valdes to deliver it, as the most likely person to make a good 
impression on her. She had always shown favor to Valdes, whom 
she had spirited across the border away from Henry’s wrath and 
unnatural affection when he was a mere page boy in Henry’s court. 
Ferdinand’s letter was a clever mixture of diplomacy and domestic- 
ity. Though addressed to her and beginning mi senora, it was 
obviously intended to be read by her generals also, and to influence 
them. 

Ferdinand had had, he confessed, some slight difBculty with his 
parliament: it refused point-blank to vote funds for his raid against 
tlie French, “But I have no doubt that were you here to address 
them, as you were once before, you would sway tiieir votes and make 
possible this venture which I consider so vital to die interests of 
both our kingdoms.” Since he realized, he said, that it was not pos- 
sible for her to appear in person, he suggested that she send them a 
message which he could read to them, “that tliey may see that our 
minds and our hearts are in all tilings one, wherein lies the strength 
of our great and united realm of Spain.” It would also help liim 
immeasurably, he said, if her Castilian generals were to signify their 
approval of his action against the French and recommend for it a 
substantial appropriation of funds to her Cortes. “I hasten to add,” 
he assured her, “that .such funds need never actually be paid. Merely 
a promi.se is enough to change the stubborn resistance of my vassals.” 
He .sugge.stcd a parliamentary maneuver. When asking her Cortes 
for the money, he said, she could quietly let it be known that a 
favoralile vote would not cost them a maravedi; it would just be an 
expression of confidence, made wdth the intention of swaying the 
Cortes of Aragon. 



Isabella sighed. That was not the way to influence Castilians. Such 
an approach would have infuriated her Cortes, since it would have 
commercialized their pride and reduced a solemn parliamentary 
promise to an empty gesture. “‘He will never understand Castilians,” 
she thought. “Perhaps, since. I too am Castilian, he will never under- 
stand me.” 

She had taken good care of her health since Ferdinand left. Re- 
cently she had rested a few hours each day, and for several months 
she had used a litter when it was necessary for her to havel. She 
received Ferdinands courier in a chamber adjoining her private 
aj^artments; she was seated in a large chair with a aishion under 
her feet and a velvet robe thrown over her knees, for die weather 
was cold. With her were Cardinal Mendoza, Beatriz de Bobadilla 
and a few servants. She sent the seiwants away after she read F'er- 
dinand’s letter. 

“The king keeps weU, Don Francisco?” 

“Madame, His Highness enjoys the best of health." 

“Is he ruddy of face? Are his spirits good? Doe.s he hunt?” 

“He is much in the saddle and his color is good, but his appear- 
ances before his Cortes leave him little time to hunt.” 

“Does he eat his meals with good appetite?” 

“More than I have ever .seen him,” Valdes replied, anxious to say 
the right thing. 

“Is he calm in his mind?” 

“That is hard to say. Your Highness. His mind is full of great plans 
against the French.” 

“Does he still play chess in his moments of leisure?” 

“Oh yes, Your Highness.” 

“He works so hard. But he does allow himself a little leisure, away 
from his duties? He isn’t lonely?” 

Valdes said, “I assure Your Highness the king is not lonely.” 

Beatiiz de Bobadilla glanced sharx^ly at Valdes, who had smiled 
involuntarily. Cardinal Mendoza was frowning. But Isabella was not 
Paying- 

“I shouldn’t like him to be lonely,” she said. Pier own loneliness 
was speaking. 

Valdes smothered his smile and hastened to add, “I often play 
chess with His Highness, and so do many other men of his suite.” 

“Good lad!” Cardinal Mendoza said gruffly. 





Beati-iz said, “Almost everybody plays chess nowadays. IVe even 
taken up tlie game myself, tliough it taxes my wits.” 

Suddenly it seemed to Isabella that her loyal friends were pro- 
testing the liannlessness of chess a little too strongly. 

“We will answer the Icing's letter at once,” she said to Valdes, who 
knew that he was dismissed and bowed himself to the door. When 
he had gone, Isabella said, “Get good enough at the game, dear 
friend, for the king to choose you as a partner when he returns.” 

“I willl” Beatrix promised. 

“I too occasionally relax over the board,” Cardinal Mendoza said, 
but he was still protesting die harmlessness of chess, beating a horse 
that was dead, for Beatrix knew that Isabella had also noted, and 
read what she had read, in Francisco de Valdes’ smirk. Assuredly 
King Ferdinand was not lonely in Aragon. 

Knowing that his letter was intended for the eyes of her war coun- 
cil, Isabella submitted it to them without comment. They condemned 
in vigorous terras any Castilian participation in B’erdinand’s French 
adventure, and implored her not to summon her Cortes to consider 
F’erdinand’s scheme to appropriate money with no intention of pay- 
ing it, a slippery tactic tliat left them speecWess with indignation. 

She wrote him a letter softening tlieir refusal but stating unequiv- 
ocally that the temper of Castile was not friendly to anything that 
might divert strength from the Moorish war. Ferdinand lapsed into 
his former silence. He did not answer. Angry he had left her; angry 
he remained. He was stiU in Aragon in December when their baby 
was born, still struggling with his Cortes, who still refused to finance 
an expedition against the French. The border had been quiet for 
many years, they told him; they preferred to leave it so. Their 
dogged refusal to support their king, of course, was common knowl- 
edge; Isabella heard of it and, though she agreed, she felt the 
humiliation that .she knew Ferdinand must feel. 

Rumors of a private nature, however, which Isabella did not hear, 
filtered back to the ears of Beatrix de Bobadilla. Ferdinand had 
found a way to forget his troubles in%e aims of a giddy little wencli 
from Barcelona, who danced a seductive Catalan dance with bells 
on her toe.s and a rose in her mouth and, so went the rumors, very 
little else to encumber her motions except a pair of castanets. 

“Tiiat is a lot of filthy gossip!” Beatrix snapped, and she threatened 
Isabella’s ladies in waiting that if a single one of tliem should so much 
as breathe a single word of it to the queen, she, Beatrix de Bobadilla, 



the Marquesa de Moya, would personally see to it by fair means 
or foul tliat the talebearer lost her place at court. They knew she 
could and they knew she would. They held tlieir tongues. 

“But Tin sure its true, every nasty word of it!” Beatriz said to her 
husband. 

“How will you quiet the men?” he smiled. “I’ve heard the rumors, 
too.” 

She tossed her elegant head, “They wont talk. You men always 
protect one another. I was only afraid of the women.” 

“You’d have made quite a queen yourself, Beatriz.” 

“And have a king for a husband, like Ferdinand? No thank you, 
Andres!” 

“Not quite like him, I hope," he said. “But it isn’t fair to mix ‘tlie 
king’ and ‘die husband.’ He’s not at all a bad king. He’s a wizard 
at foreign diplomacy; witness the treaty that released Abdallah.” 

“Well, he’s a very bad husband, and you can’t separate the two.” 

“You ought to try.” 

“The queen can’t.” 

"That’s because she is a woman.” 

"For goodness’ sake, what else would a queen be?” 

The Marques of Moya laughed. “You’re a .scatterbrain, actually, 
Beatriz. But it was right of you to stifle those rumors, which after 
all may not be true.” 

“Would you wager me a new gown they’re not true?” 

“Hm-m, no; no, I don’t diink so.” 

“Then rU buy it. You lost!” 

When Isabella could summon tiie strength and the courage she 
wrote Ferdinand that their child was indeed only another girl, “but 
a bright and pretty one,” she said, “to join the others one day in 
contracting good marriages for Spain.” She had christened the new 
infanta Catalina, Ferdinand answered that he had already heard tlic 
news and excused himself for not congratulating her sooner on the 
grounds that Aragonian affairs kept him busy night and day. “Night 
and day” was an unfortunate phrase, and Isabella wept. “But it 
should comfort me,” she told herself, “for Ferdinand, of all people, 
would never have used it if it had had a double meaning.” 

She was extremely anxious to see him again, she wrote, and if 
his business kept him away much longer she planned to come to 
Aragon as soon as her doctors permitted her to travel, “The birth of 
Catalina was an easy one,” she said, “but they make a great fuss 
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over many silly little symptoms, as if such tilings were new to them 
and to me.” 

“1 marvel at your change of heart,” he replied, “for i can only 
constnie your letter as an offer to address the Ai-agonian Cortes in 
behalf of my plans against the French. But it is too late, mi senora; 
I am beaten, and it would be ill advised for you to be involved in 
my failure. Therefore remain where you are and do as the doctors 
bid you, for it comes to my ears that you have had a difficult time. 
It was wrong of you not to tell me.” 

Isabella said happily to Beatriz, “The king will soon return! He 
does not say so, but I know he will.” She sensed that he had already 
returned in spirit, tlie way she cared for most. 

Beatriz said, “My husband says my chess is still bad, but it’s getting 
better all the time,” She had kept her ears cocked for gossip about 
the king’s affair, but it had suddenly stopped just after Catalina was 
born, stopped with a story of the dancer in a nunnery, as usual. 
Ferdinand’s lightning amoiu-s never varied. 

“I do not think chess will be necessaiy,” Isabella said. “I was jeal- 
ous for no reason, and now I am ashamed of the wrong I did him 
in my thoughts.” 

“Yes, Your Highness,” Beatriz said dutifully. 

Isabella smiled. “You do not deceive me, Beatriz. Do you Icnow 
how I know I was wrong to be jealous?” 

“Frankly, I cannot imagine,” 

“He actually believes I meant to come to Aragon to back his plan 
against the Frenchl Clearly, he has been thinking politics and noth- 
ing but politics all the time he has been away.” 

Beatriz nodded and smiled and tried to look as if she believed 
the queen’.s wends, and since the queen so fiercely and defiantly 
believed them herself, she succeeded. 

From her sickbed Isabella had planned with her war council a 
mighty tliru.st against tlie Moors. It involved nothing less than a strike 
across the entire infidel kingdom, clear to the seaport of Malaga, 
which Abul Ha.ssan had made his chief .stronghold. In advance of 
her land armies, her fleet had already concentrated its blockade 
against Malaga, neutralizing its shipping and forcing it to procure 
supplies liy difficult overland routes. The Marques of Cadiz had at 
first hesitated, pointing out that the blockade beti-ayed her plan.s 
and precluded all chance of surprise. 

“We .shall not count on surprise,” Isabella said. “Let the Moors know 
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oiir high resolve! Let them behold Our massive preparations! Let them 
learn that each city to which we lay siege is doomed, for having 
encamped before their citadels we shall never tarn back until they 
are battered down or starved to their knees!” 

This was the war of attrition, of relentless sieges, the war of total 
conquest that had always been, her dream: its goal, die utter ex- 
tinction of the Kingdom of Granada. In Ferdinand’s absence she had 
planned its grand strategy and, with die blockade of Malaga, actually 
begun it. The magnitude of her concept inspired her generals; her 
absolute faith in its success communicated itself to diem and swept 
them along. The Grand Admiral, an old and deeply religious man 
who could remember Joau of Arc, sometimes wondered what angel 
had brushed her with its wing and prayed that God, who saw fit 
to send twice in one century to Christendom women who out-war- 
riored the warriors, would not let her fall into the hands of the Moors, 
who assuredly would deal with her more harshly than had the Eng- 
lish with Joan. 

The Marques of Cadiz, fearful diat his first hesitation might seem 
to reflect on his honor, begged to be allowed to lead the army to 
Malaga. 

“The Idng will be home shortly,” Isabella said. “The king shall 
lead US all.” 

Meanwhile she left her bed, first to a chair, then to a litter, then 
to a mule, then to a warhorse, dll finally she rode again in armor, 
recruiting, inspecting, encouraging, and purchasing mat6riel in 
quantities never amassed before. The cost was Itigh. But so was her 
dream. She weaiied her escort with the speed of her travel. She was 
hours each day in the saddle. She would appear imannoimced in 
distant cities, dispensing with ceremony and protocol in order that 
she might visit more places, preaching her Crusade. Wherever she 
went the citizenry thronged into marketplaces and church plazas to 
hear her. And when she left, she left with them her dream of con- 
quest; for men could not forget the queen in steel, astride her snow- 
white charger, her green eyes blazing with faith in her cause, her 
hair like fire in tlie sun, who called them to battle with words like 
victory bells. 

Ferdinand heard of these things and dismissed the Aragonian Cor- 
tes in disgust. He returned to Castile, chastened, beaten by his par- 
liament, secretly smarting in conscience and hot with a rage to 
distinguish himself. 
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Oiitwra'dly lie was calm, 

“I shall seriously attempt your way of making war,” he said. 

“Malaga?” 

“Soon.” 

But when she presented him witli his new daughter his face went 
grim. 

“No one can help having a girl when God sends her a girl,” Isa- 
bella said spiritedly. 

“How well I have learned that lesson ” he said, quietly, as any 
husband might; but then he repeated the words in a voice so charged 
with mysterious emotion that he frightened her. “How damnably, 
damnably, damnably well I have learnedr 

“What is it, Ferdinand?” 

Suddenly he crushed both her hands to his lips and kissed diem 
again and again, tlien pressed them hard against his cheeks. 

“What is it, Ferdinand?” 

“I have had a trying time,” he said. He was himself again; his face 
and his voice were under control. 

The queen’s hands were moist where his eyes or his lips had 
touched them. 

“Dear husband, I never saw you weep before.” 

“Weep?” 

“These tears.” She held out her hands. 

“Not tears, you silly goose. It’s so long since I’ve kissed you, I 
kissed a little too hard. That’s all.” 

The incident troubled her spirit, but she did not refer to it after- 
wards; there were dark depths in Ferdinand that she did not wish 
to plumb for fear of what she would find. 

More understandable was his attitude toward the Moorish war. 
Casting his eye on the superbly successful results of her preparation, 
he tlirew liimself into battle witli fury. The zeal of her hoops was 
high, and tliere were fifty tliousand of them. Field captains had 
always admired him. He placed himself at their head and cut a swath 
of destruction through the Kingdom of Granada up to the very walls 
of Malaga, ravaging the countryside all ai'ound it. 

“I could take it if I wished,’’ he sent word to the queen, “hut it 
would be a pity to waste such beautiful fighting weather in a long 
siege, which even the Marques of Cadiz will tell you Malaga wil) 
require.” She did not press the matter, happy at his success. 

His spirit was soaring in action. Isabella concluded that his odd 
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behavior on first seeing tlreir daughter couid^not have been resent- 
ment, for the herald brought a little present for Catalina. It 'was a 
Moorish sweetmeat of colored sugar crystals, beautiful as a stiing 
of jewels, costly and rare. “I am inshucted by His Highness,” the 
embarrassed herald said, “to request Your Highness not to let Her 
Highness swallow the string, which is not edible.” 

“Tell the king 111 be very careful,” she smiled, “and please thank 
him fondly from both of us,” 

In quick succession Ferdinand took Hie powerful cities of Illora, 
Setenil and Ronda and seventy otlier towns. Before the year was 
out the heart of Morisma resembled a fabric that moths had begun 
to eat, spotting it with holes and every hole a Cluistian garrison, 
well-provisioned, well-manned. No longer was he chewing around 
the edges. 

One place revolted after he had conquered it, the little Moorish 
town of Benamaquex. To revolt was an act of treason since Ferdi- 
nand, like any feudal lord, always exacted an oath of homage after 
a surrender. He marched again upon Benamaquex and fell on it 
like a storm. He leveled it to the ground, forcing the Moors to per- 
form the labor of tearing down their shop.s and liomes. Then he 
mined the walls and blew tliem up, with the bodies of one hundred 
and eight persons whom he had hanged from the battlements as 
an example. 

Ferdinand’s victories, for all their sjteed, took the better part of a 
year, since even a small town (and there were seventy of them) 
required a few days to capture, to garrison with occupation troops 
and to reorganize; all of which he did thorouglily. He would not go 
on to his next objective till he had exacted an oath of homage and 
set up a system of tax collecting in each place. The taxes were mod- 
erate, lest the conquered towns revolt like Benamaquex; and he 
seemed further moderate in allo-wing his new subjects to keep their 
o'wn Moorish laws and religion- Thus there arose an odd juxtaposi- 
tion of Crescent and Cross that looked as if Ferdinand were tolerant. 
It would happen that a new Christian church would ring its bell at 
the same hour that the town’s muezzin would climb his minaret and 
chant his Moorish call to prayer. But the tongue of the bell was iron, 
the tongue of tlie men was flesh, and no one could doubt which 
would win in the end. 

The king, proud of Iris victories, greedy for more and pleased with 
the queen’s method of waging war, was willing to keep the army in 
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action ail winter. He would now advance, he said, upon Loja, the 
place that she had asked for before Malaga. It had humbled liim 
at his first attempt, but he had sworn to capture it if it was the 
last thing he did in this world. He had learned, he said, that war 
could change. So tlie ancient custom of disbanding an army each 
winter cotild also change. 

Isabella too would have Hked to wage war both in and out of 
season. But springtime and haiwest did not change, and her ver\- 
success in recraiting so large an army called a halt to tlie king’s 
campaign: fifty thousand troops, most of them farmers, could not be 
spared from their winter chores and spring plowing. Nor would the 
great lords whose land they worked have permitted it. Famine would 
have been the result, Even as it was, the garrisons of seventy^' con- 
quered towns, who must of necessity remain, would constitute a 
strain on the agricultural economy of Spain. 

Reluctantly Ferdinand left tlie field, where he had won so much 
distinction and where he had buried some memories that troubled 
his conscience. He returned to the queen in Cordova; he burned 
with ambition for I..oja; he wanted her plan for the best and most 
certain meaiivS of its capture. 

He found Isabella listening with interest to a sailor from Genoa 
with a wildly impractical scheme, which seemeci to be based on the 
notion that tliere was no difference betw'een east and west. 



KUNG FEHDINANU WAS A llEALISTIC MAN, AND TOOK SOME PiUDE IN SO 

being. Bom in a nation of seafarers he assuredly knew east from 
west. He was familiar with tlie compass, an ancient Oriental device 
wliicli, in crude, form, had originally been used by Chinese merciiants 
to lead their caravans across the trackless, empty, featureless steppes 
of central Asia, .so similar in every respect except wetness to the 
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sea. Now, in perfected form, the compass was used aboard ship by 
all Western nations. The compass, if not one's own good common 
sense, should have provided incontestable evidence that east and 
west were diamehic opposites. The impoverished sailor now pester- 
ing the queen was trying to persuade her that they v^cre the same, 
for he said that by sailing west one could arrive at the Indies. This 
strucic King Ferdinand as no less absurd than tliat one should travel 
to Barcelona in Aragon by way of Lisbon in Portugal. 

He excused Isabella good-natmedly in his mind, however. She was 
only a woman, reared in the uplands of Old Castile, far from the 
sea; she should not be reproached too harshly for being a dreamer. 
But he was irritated that she, who had refused to help her own hus- 
band against the French, had now fallen under the spell of tliis for- 
eign adventurer and seemed actually on tlie point of helping him 
with funds for his queer navigational scheme, funds, of course, with 
which he would simply skip off and never be heard from again. 
Sovereigns were continually plagued by such charlatans. 

This man, though, seemed to have wormed his way into the good 
graces of many highly placed persons, including Beatriz de Boba- 
dilla and Cardinal Mendoza. Beatriz, being a romantic creature, 
might be expected to faU prey to any fabulous story. That Cardinal 
Mendoza had permitted himself to be impo.sed upon was less easy 
to understand, till the king remembered that llie cardinal in his 
youth had made a translation of the Odyssey from the Greek of 
Homer and of the Aeneid from the Latin of Vergil. Some of the 
love of poetry and nonsense must linger in the grave old cardinal 
stiff. 

Despite his irritation, Ferdinand had reasons of his own for wish- 
ing to avoid any unpleasantness just at that moment between him- 
self and Isabella, especially over a minor nuisance. He resolved to 
get rid of die Italian beggar by discrediting him. He had him thor- 
oughly investigated. 

Colom was his name, some said, and Ferdinand pricked up his 
ears. A relapsed Jewish heretic named Colom had been burned some 
time before at Seville. But further reports disclosed that this Colom 
was not Jewish. His jJarents had been middle-class burghers of 
Genoa, perfectly good Cliristians for generations, too poor and hard- 
working (at the wool dyeing trade) even to parade their piety. 
Colom was simply a Spanish attempt to pronounce his Italian name. 
He was also called Colomo and Colombo. At court most people 
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simply referred to him as Gristobai Colon. In his letters, however, 
the fellow had thc^ effrontery to Latinize himself into Christopher 
Columbus, as if lie were some figure of international importance. 

In appearance he was as tall as Ferdinand himself, with a good 
head, a clean chin, a high brow, a deep persuasive voice and an 
insnfferalile assurance of manner that went ill with his threadbare 
cloak and jiatched shoo.s. His Castilian was laughable, but liis Italian 
was good, bcttei- than a common sailor s. He claimed to have been 
edu c-ated at the U n i vorsity of Pavia. He looked a young forty. 

He hud with him a six-year-old boy, who he said was his son. Fer- 
dinand naturally looked into tliat matter also, but could find notiiing 
WTong with it Columbus was a widower, the child was lawfully 
born, fruit of a marriage with a Portuguese lady of no means but 
respectable rank, Felipa Moniz de Pere.strelIo. “His maniage at least 
explains where he got liis ambitions,” Ferdinand grumbled to him- 
self, “crack-brained though tliey are.” For Columbus' wife had been 
the daughter of a sea captain named Bartholomew Perestrello, who 
had risen from the ranks in the navy of Prince Henry the Navigator 
of Portugal and become the first governor of the newly discovered 
island.s of Madeira, far out in the Western Ocean. Not quite so far 
indeed as those other Portuguese islands, the Azores; but all practical 
men knew that the Azores stood on the rim of the world, and beyond 
them was notiiing but fog and whirlpools, sea monsters, storms and 
disaster. 

Columbus .seemed not to be practical, for he was not afraid of 
these thiag.s, lie had visited the Azore.s and found the ocean there 
no dilferent from any otht'r. Ho had worked on the fortifications of 
Saint Georg(‘ La Mina in Portngue.se Africa; there too the ocean was 
the suuK*. He found it tlu? same in ea.stern waters, too, for he had 
.sailed to tlu^ Gret'k isle of Chios from which could be seen the Turk- 
ish mountains of Asia. He claimed also to have sailed to England, 
wliich Ferdinand considered likely enough, since England, thoiigli 
far away, w^as well known; and to have made a voyage to Iceland, 
which wa.s highly unlikely indeed. In Iceland, Columbus said, he had 
licard li^gends of an ancient Viking who liad found land a few days’ 
sail to tile \ve.st. This land must assuredly be Asia. Asia could be 
reached by sailing w(;st round the sphere of the earth! 

“IjCgends indeed!” Ferdinand thought. 

When not at sea Columbus earned his living by making maps and 
ruivigaticai ehavt.s for use by .sea captains. Ferdinand saw some of 
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them and was forced to concede that they were accurate (insofar 
as he was able to recognize the places depicted) and beautifully, 
even artistically drawn. “Artists in seafaring, too?” he smiled. “No 
wonder Isabella likes him.” But even more than govermnent or war, 
navigation was the business o£ a practical man, not an artist. 

Ferdinand’s agents turned up more about the visionary Italian 
sailor. They discovered sometliing that Columbus had tried to keep 
secret from Isabella. vShe and Ferdinand were not the first sovereigns 
to whom he had come with his plan. First he had gone to King 
Joao of Portugal. King Joao had rejected him, for his demands were 
as bold as his dream. But without Columbus’ knowledge the Portu- 
guese king had sent a ship to the west to test his theory; it was a 
secret voyage in which Columbus had no part, and had it succeeded, 
he would have had no reward. It did not succeed. A little distance 
beyond the Azores the ocean turned black and menacing; the sailors 
refused to go on, and the captain, as terrified as they, turned back 
and crowded on sail till he reached the safe waters of Lisbon harbor, 
where he penned a report to King Joao that the w'calth of the Indies 
was not to be had by sailing west; far better sail round the tip of 
Africa, if Africa had a tip. At least that would lie in the right direc- 
tion, King Joao agreed, and .so did King Ferdinand. 

Armed with these facts Ferdinand approached the queen and told 
her all he had found out about Columbus. 

“Even so, won’t you listen to him?” she asked. 

“I shall take it amiss, mi senora, if you finance him when you 
wouldn’t finance me!” 

“He asks very little, Ferdinand.” 

“Nodiing can be spared from the Moori.sh war. You said so your- 
self. I have not spared myself.” 

“No, my dear. But if he can actually rcacli India by Ins plan he 
will reopen a trade that the Turks have completely cut off. The prof- 
its will pay for his voyage a thousand thousand times.” 

“Your appeal to my base commercial nature is well directed,” F er- 
dinand said, not unkindly, “extremely skillful and ab.solutely tiscless. 
Plis plan has already been tested. It failed.” 

“I think rather the Portuguese captain failed. He was afraid of 
his crew and afraid of the sea. Columbus is afraid of nothing. Please 
hear him with me.” 

“You are singularly taken with this visionary.” 

“I believe in him.” 



“What about Loja?” 

“i believe in 5 / 011 , too. You will conquer Loja.” 

“1 will conquer Lo|a; but I want you behind me, not squandering 
money and ships and attention on chimerical voyages of discovery. 
1 respect your theory of war, Isabella; wear tliem down, starve tiiem 
out, then smash themi It works. But above all I want the strength 
of your spirit, undivided, all to myself; for you still bewitch me, m)/ 
dear, like any other .soldier,” 

He rather startled her. It had been a long time since she could 
laugh and say to him as now she did, “Honeytonguel” 

“At least do not finance his voyage till the war with Granada is 
won.” 

“You are probably right,” she said gravely. “Nay, I am sure you 
are right. But Columbus has come witli a splendid dream, he offers 
it for sale and I wish we could afford it.” 

“When we march triumphant into Granada and open the ti'easure 
chambers of the Alhambra, I dare say we shall be able to afford even 
Christopher Columbus. I understand that his terms are a little high.” 

“You know them?” 

“Title of Admiral, title of Don, title of viceroy and governor-gen- 
eral of all islands and continents he may discover in tire western 
ocean; ten percent of all products and profits to come therefrom in 
the future, including gold, if you please! And as if that were not 
enough, he demands that all his titles and revenues be settled on 
Irim for life and, after he dies, vested in his heirs forever.” 

“Maria Santisimal He made no such sweeping demands on me.” 

“He will Those are the terms he demanded from the king of Por- 
tugal. No wonder cousin Joao sent out an expedition on the sly!” 

“Columbus docs not seem like a man who will easily give up any- 
tiling he sets his heart on,” Isabella said dubiously. 

“Neither a dream nor a maravedi,” Ferdinand said, 

Isabella laughed. “I am always surprised how thoroughly 5^11 in- 
form yourself on the smallest details of every tiling. I never learn 
aiwthing till the very last minute,” 

“Hm-m” said Ferdinand, rubbing his chin, thinking it was just 
as well “It is downright admirable in you, Isabella, that you ne^/el■ 
employ spies. Not practical in a qiieeri, perhaps, but lovable in a 
woman. Sp 5 /ing is a dirty business.” 

“We shall certainly have to wait till the war is over to employ m)' 
ambitious sailorman,” Isabella said positively. 
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Ferdinand had won; he had got rid of the nuisance; he could 
afford to be generous. “Of course, if it will phsase you, which is al- 
ways my desire, I am quite willing to listen to the fellow. Nay, a 
man with such faith in himself deserves a hearing, |:)rovided we 
I)romise him notlniog now. Loja is closer than India, iind to Loja I 
know the way.” 

“God prosper you, God keep you, Ferdinand. That is my dearest 
X)rayer.” 

“I think you have His ear,” Ferdinand said without a trace of 
flippancy. He was a little superstitious about Isabella’s prayers. In 
seventy battles he had received not one wound, shed not one droj) 
of blood. “Continue to pray for me.” 

“My darling, as if I wouldn’t!” 

“I suppose I’ve been difficult at times. PerhajDs IMl always be. 
Maybe m never change.” 

“Neither will my love,” she said in a very low voice. He was in 
a sbange mood; it was not like him to disparage himself; but she 
loved him for what he said. The iron cross at her neck felt warm, 
like the glow she felt in her heart, and her heart sang. 

On a Sunday afternoon during a momentary rest from his military 
preparations for the great assault on Loja, Ferdinand told the queen 
tliat now would be a good time to hear Columbus if he were still 
waiting for an audience. “Or has he sailed off to the moon?” 

“No, Beatriz took him in, him and his boy. They looked hungry, 
she .said.” 

“She’s an extravagant, emotional woman. She always was. The 
Marquesa de Moya would take in any poor stray and feed it, ju.st 
to see its tail wag.” 

“On die contrary, Columbus stuck out his chin and declared that 
he had no need for charity. He threatened to go up to France and 
interest King Charles in Ms project.” 

“Sxilendid ideal I’ll give him a mule, free.” 

“I wouldn’t sign the permiso” Isabella smiled. 

A special permit was now required for men to ride mules. I^’crdi- 
nand and Isabella, as an extraordinary war measure, had actually 
succeeded in pusMng the Spaniard off his mule. 

“And I doubt if you would give him a horse,” she said. 

“Certainly not,” said the king. “Who is feeding the beggar who 
refuses charity? You? Probably.” 

“No, Beatriz soothed his pride—” 
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‘Tor Dios 1 Now we sooth Ms pridel” 

“—and employed him to teach her chess. Poor Beatriz is still tiying 
to improve her game.” 

Ferdinand laughed heartily. He had played a match or two with 
the marquesa out of politeness. “Columbus has permanent employ- 
ment,” he said. 

“She says he’s a wizard.” 

“ril take him on and see.” 

“The king .shall not sit at chess with a common sailor!” Isa])ella 
said in genuine alarm. 

Ferdinand slirugged and smiled. “Oh, ail right, all right. What a 
mixture of steely pride and soft heart you are.” 

“It wouldn’t do at all, Ferdinand.” 

“A man who plays good chess may not be a complete fraud,” Fer- 
dinand said tiioughtfuUy. 

Isabella looked at him oddly. “I tliought the very same thing.” 

She sent word to Beatriz tliat she and the king would grant Co- 
lumbus an audience at once. Delighted and excited, Beatriz ran to 
a clothes press and took out a rich velvet cloak of her husband’s. 
“You’re going to see the queen!” she cried. “For goodness’ sake make 
yourself presentable.” 

He thanked her gravely, but refused. “One day I hope to see not 
merely a queen but God Himself,” he said, “and what I am, not what 
I wear, is what will count.” 

“The king, the Grand Admiral, the cardinal— everybody will be 
there.” 

“I am glad of an opportunity to j^resent my offer to so many dis- 
tinguished persons,” Columbus said, and went as he was, tMeadbare, 
patched and grandiose. 

Ferdinand had presided over many a.ssembHes as king, sat as a 
judge in many a court of law. He was accustomed to orator)^ with 
a purpose. An (excellent speaker himself, he admired a skillful ad- 
vocate. Columbus was one of the best he had ever heard. 

Columbus did not labor the argument that the world was round. 
Most peoj^le of education believed that. The queen did, having been 
taught so as a child by Fray Tomis. Ferdinand himself was more 
than half-convinced. Instead, Columbus argued that Ms plan was 
feasible. His manner was earnest; his deep voice rang with cathedral 
sincerity; no one could doubt that he believed in his plan with a 
passion amounting almost to worship. But his approach was not vi- 
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sionary. It was more like that of an able lawyer, who sees before him 
several judges of differing interests, each of whom must be per- 
suaded. 

To the queen and the cardinal he stressed the opportunity of 
spreading die Gospel India was peopled with hordes of poor hea- 
then who never had heard God’s word. But once Columbus had led 
the way, whole fleets of .ships would follow. The voyage that now 
seemed unprecedented would become a commonplace. After the 
explorer would come the missionary, with multitudes to convert and 
glory undreamt of for Christianity. 

It was a clever opening, Ferdinand thought, for the queen s cru- 
sading eyes were green, and Cardinal Mendoza was nodding his 
head in approval. 

To, the king, who sat impassive, Columbus painted a glowing pic- 
ture of flourishing hade. The old routes were closed; the route 
through the Red Sea, the route through the Persian Gulf, nay, even 
tlie caravan route from Trebizond overland to India—every where 
in the East the unspeakable Turks with ships and armies lay in wait 
for Christian merchants, whom either they taxed so exorbitantly that 
no profit was left, or mercilessly slew. But he, Columbus, would 
demonstrate a way to bypass the infidels: sail west and avoid them 
completely. Sail round the globe, and by so doing, arrive at the .same 
goal, India, from behind. 

'"It is hue,” said the king, “that a clever peddler will sometimes 
go round to the back door of the house when he finds the front door 
locked. But in this case the house is very large.” 

Not so, Columbus said. The world was relatively small; far smaller 
tlian was commonly believed. The Azores were close to A.sia. He had 
proof. A Portuguese pilot named Martin Vincent had been cauglit 
in a gale that blew him four hundred leagues west of Lisbon, and 
there in that spot (where the Atlantic Ocean was no more formidable 
than any other) Vincent fished out of the water a piece of strangely 
carved wood that was h'ke no European workmanship. Another Por- 
tuguese pilot named Pedro Correa, Columbus’ own brother-in-law, 
had discovered an astonishing object that Columbus had seen with 
his own eyes. In Porto Santo in Madeira, Correa had found floating 
on the sea a stick of bamboo of enormous diameter. It had been 
worked by man and seemed to be a container for liquid. Columbus 
measured its capacity. It held four quarts, wine measure, between 
the joints. Such giant bamboo was known only in Asia. From Asia 
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it must have floated to Europe. Europe and Asia could not therefore 
be far apart 

“is not bamboo practically indestructible?” the king asked. “Might 
not this man-made object have been floating for many years?” 

Columbus was prepared. “Assuredly, sire, that is a possibility, 
though I saw it and it looked freshly wrought. But other objects of 
a more porisluible nature have also been found, objects whicli the 
evidence of our eye.s no less than the words of the holy apostles 
themselve.s teach us are prone to con-uption, quick to decay when 
the spirit goes out of them, namely, the frail human body of man.” 
At Flores in the Azores, Columbus said, the bodies of two men had 
been washed ashore. They could not have been shipwrecked sailors, 
he said, “for they were very broad of face, lank of hair and different 
in color from Christians. Those who found them said that they looked 
like Asiatics.” Surely human bodies would not float for years before 
they rotted and sank. 

For the benefit of the Grand Admiral, Columbus sfressed recent 
technical advances in shipbuilding, which now made long voyages 
practicable and safe. F or a thousand years the shipbuilder’s art had 
slumbered. Ships had but one mast, fitted with either one big square 
sail or one big fore-and-aft triangular sail. Thus one ship would be 
good for sailing before the wind, one for tacking against it; no ship 
was good for both, and the practical difficulties of combining the 
two types of .sails baffled ship designers for ten centuries. Then in 
the space of a single lifetime everything changed. A technological 
revolution occurred. Ships took on a sudden, beautiful, new and 
entirely different aspect. The thousand-year-old problem was solved, 
just when Chiistendom most needed the solution. A way was dis- 
covered to combine the two dissimilar types of sail. The big square 
sail and the big triangular sail were broken up and placed on sepa- 
rate ma.sts. These smaller sails could be individually controlled, 
furled to temper the fury of a blast, unfurled to take advantage of 
the slightest breeze. The same ship could now run before the wind 
or tack against it. A.s for oars, which vessels had always carried, they 
were no longer nece.ssary at all. God had placed at man’s disposal 
the inexhaustible energy of the wind and tauglit him how to control 
it. “It is fixed in my mind,” Columbus said, “that the same divine 
wisdom which sends us the scourge of the Turk in the East now bids 
us look West, to the strengthening of our faith and the conversion 
{)f coi,mtle.ss heathen souls and to recompense us for our material 



losses in trade, for He says to us in His Holy Word that He will not 
suffer us to be tried above that which we are able, but will make a 
way to escape in order that we may bear our trials. It is quite 
impossible to explain tlie astounding advances in shipbuilding on 
any other grounds.” 

Thus, one by one, all but the king, CohimbiLS won over his au- 
dience. Ferdinand sensed tlieir approval. He was a .skilled parlia- 
mentarian. One could always lose a xwoject in committee. 

‘The queen and I are impressed by tlie scope of your proposal,” 
he said. “It offers large promise, botli siDuitual and material. It should 
be examined most thoroughly.” He would appoint, he promised, a 
committee of experts to examine it. 

Columbus retired, to wait and to hope. 

Montlis passed. At length the committee reported adversely. 

Columbus disappeared. 



NOT EVEN A MINOn NUISANCE NOW STOOD IN FEaUlNANIj’s WAY. HE AD- 

vanced again upon Loja, fulfilling the vow he had sworn in tlie dark 
hour of shame and defeat that attended his first assault, Ferdinand 
always returned. 

This time he was well-prepared. Isabellals big guns and abundant 
supplies, her military roads and tlie sjiirit of her captains, coupled 
with Ferdinand’s own furious resolve to purge his honor, sealed the 
doom of the place. Under a hail of artillery fire the city lost heart. 
Marble cannon bails whistled against the walls, breached them and 
mingled tlieir flying fragments with shattering masonry; the defend- 
ers went down before the lethal shards like a harvest before the 
scythe. Throughout the nights the Christian guns belched red-hot 
iron cannon balls. Flaming parabolas arced up against the black 
sky, and death crashed down with a fearsome whining sound like 
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liigh-pitclied cries of pain into the heart of the city. Uncontrollable 
fires burned themselves out 

In a week Loja surrendered, but not before Ferdinand had had 
a particularly gratifying personal satisfaction. The impulsive Mar- 
ques of Cadiz carelessly let himself become surrounded, much as the 
king himself had done. Ferdinand led an overwhelming party of 
knights through the melee and rescued him. Cadiz was beside him- 
self with gratitude. 

“It was a debt, and I dislike debts,” Ferdinand said. “The Conde 
de Escalas, Sehor Stantum and many others deserve credit also.” 

Englishmen would not have recognized the name “Conde de 
Escalas” as their own Lord Scales, nor Irishmen “Senor Stantum” 
as their own Hubert Staunton. But many highborn foreigners had 
flocked to Isabella’s service to win glory and excellent pay in the 
war against the Moor, especially now that it seemed certain of suc- 
cess. 

At Loja Ferdinand left Gonsalvo de Cordoba in command of the 
occupation troops. Both Cordoba and Cadiz spoke Moorish, like 
many nobles of Andalusia, but Cordoba was more diplomatic and 
would prove a better administrator for the Moorish population. 

Froni Loja the king led his host to Moclin, and pounded it with 
two thousand ciumon till stone dust rose like smoke from the walls 
as if the stones were burning. 

In a high good mood he wrote to the queen, 

Moors called Loja “the right eye of Granada,” They call 
Moclin “the shield.” I blinded the eye. Come, watch me now 
shatter the shield of the enemy’s capital city, for your pres- 
ence always clieers your ti-oops no less than it cheers. 

Your Ferdinand. 

Isabella sensed that he needed her. He had kept the anny a long 
time in the field and driven it hard. Another spring was all but spent; 
fifty thousand peasant soldiers longed to lay down their spears and 
grip their plow handles and smell the peaceful, healing smell of 
fresh-turned earth instead of gunpowder. True, they gloried in their 
victories; but war was perpetual now, and another year would al- 
ways bring more victories. Meanwhile behind them their wives and 
children and land were alone and neglected. They wanted to go 
home, lest there be no food. 

She sent word, “Of course I shall come. But are your forces 
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well-positioned against siirprise? Are the outposts alert? Is the camp 
absolutely safe from all sudden assault by the Moors?” 

Those were strange questions for Isabella to ask. “My dear, I have 
bottled them up,” he replied. “Have no fear. You could not l:ie safer 
in Valladolid. Come.” 

Then Isabella .surprised him. She surprised everyone. She came, 
and she did not come alone. She brought with her two of the royal 
children of Spain. Princess Isabella rode beside her mother on a high 
white charger that looked like the twin of the queen s own mount. 
Their bridles were crimson satin, their side saddles flashed with sil- 
ver and gold decorations. This was not a time to appear in steel; 
both Isabellas wore full flowing skirts of green velvet over rustling 
petticoats of fine scarlet brocade and pert feminine black hats 
trimmed with pearls and gold embroidery. 

Behind them, in bright yellow chamois breeches and a short black 
cloak, rode little Prince John on a pony. He was too young for spurs 
and he had no sword, but his hand rested solidly cm a jeweled dag- 
ger at his belt; he scowled as furiously as lie could at Moclin, Car- 
dinal Mendoza rode beside him on a mule so as not to tower above 
him. His eyes twinkled as he glanced at the? sober-faced lad. 
“Patience, Your Plighness. Next year, or surely the next at the latest, 
you too shall fight the Moor.” 

Behind the cardinal a group of hooded friar.s raarclied barefoot, 
two by two, holding aloft a great silver cross on the tip of a gilded 
.spear. The cross was a gift from the Pope, sent to Isabella and Fer- 
dinand from Rome, blessed for the Cnisade. Below the; cross hung a 
broken chain that once had fettered a Christian prisontn- in a Moor- 
ish dungeon. 

Next day the king and queen, with their children Ijeside tliern, 
reviewed the troops on the sunny plain outside Mo<;lin in full view 
of the Moors, who watched and howled from the walls. Battalion 
after battalion dipjjed its colors to the royal family in salute as it 
marched by. The horses were curried to silken sheen, armor and 
weapons were burnished fire-bright, the .spirit of llic troops now 
.soared. For the .sight of their queen and her chikh'cn, Iiere so clo.se 
to the enemy, symbolized in a special way their own families and 
the Spain for which tliey were fighting. 

From Moclin the black eyes of tlie Moors glittered in hate. They 
hated the silver cross. They hated the massed Spanish banners flut- 
tering so proudly around the queen, eastles of Castile, licms of Leon 



and the crimson bars of Aragon, so ommously like prison bars. They 
hated the fifty thonsand troops, But most of all they hated the green- 
skirted figure of the woman, just out of range of their guns, who was 
responsible for this formidable military aiTay, Isabella herself. She 
had unified Christian vSpain in her person as no one had been able 
to do since tlie century of Charlemagne, She was so contemptuous 
of them that she did not once glance at Moclin. She was so certain 
of victory that .she had brought her own children witli her. Her genius 
had introduced a wholly new concept into the longest war in human 
history. After seven hundred years a Spanish fighter, incredibly a 
woman, had arisen who scorned surprise and advertised her military 
plans in advance. They were not prepai-ed for that. It smacked of 
the supernatural, like the foreknowledge of an angel, or a devil, or 
Allah’s awful impersonal will, qisniah, predestined doom. Exactly as 
her coming had raised the spirits of her troops, so now it plunged 
the Moors into deepest gloom. 

The day after Isabella and the Infantes returned to Cordova Fer* 
dinand smashed his way into Moclin. 

Malaga was next. Isabella had determined on its cajpture at the 
very beginning of the war. To reach it her armies would be required 
to march from the Castilian frontier to the MediteiTanean Sea, trav- 
ersing the entire width of the enemy kingdom from north to south. 
Ferdinand had called her plan a magnificent dream at first; but 
by now many places had been conquered in between. They could 
be used as steppingstones in the line of march, as one might cross 
a dangerous torrent by leaping from rock to rock and arrive at the 
other side of the sh'eam. Now, he a'greed, it was time to take Malaga, 
and cut Granada in two. But first he and the queen sent the army 
home™excepting always the occupation troops—to raise another crop 
of grain. For the increasing number of men who had to remain to 
garrison tlie conquered towns was each year an added strain on the 
economy of Spain. The margin of safety jaetween plenty and scarcity 
was extremely narrow now, and only miraculous good weather had 
insured adequate supplies of money and food. What one bad harvest 
might mean was a possibility too ominous to contemplate. 

Meanwl'iile the Christian victories against Granada alarmed the 
entire Mohammedan world. Islam stretched from Turkey to Tangier 
and, like Christendom, was tom by internal dissension. Tangier and 
Tunis were at odds over water ri;^ts, Cairo and Tripoli bickered 
over trade, while the conquering Turk at Istanbul, mightiest of them 
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all, stood proudly aloof and let them quarrel, scheming to extend 
his sway in his own as well as the Christian world. But the threat 
of the Spanish queen was so great that Islam began t(j i)atch np its 
feuds. All along the north coast of Africa the word ^vas pass(?d that 
Allah had sent a scourge to try the faith of tlio Faishfuh I,(q us 
make peace among ourselves, lest the beautiful, hrazt'U, f/,avour witch 
destroy us alll In Egypt the Caliph of All Islam, .speaking iVoin be- 
hind the black veil that hid his holy face from vicnv, pronouiic(!d a 
solemn pontifical decree: Let the green banner of the J’ropliet, in- 
scribed in gold with the thousand names ol' Allah, be uni'nrlcdl 
Isabella s Crusade had begotten a coimter-Cmsade. Even the Turks 
agreed to help their Mohammedan brethren in Granada, and prom- 
ised an assault on Ferdinands vital and sensitive island of Malta. 

In Granada the Sultan Abdallah repudiated his oath of homage 
to Spain and made peace with his father. His father was on his 
deathbed, old, infirm and exliausted; but he was happy to be recon- 
ciled witli liis son at the last. Conscious that life was ebbing away, 
fanatically fearful lest Malaga faU to the relentless Cliristian queen, 
old Abul Hassan dispatched a mule train of treasure and a long 
shuffling column of Christian prisoners of war in chains to his son, 
admonisliing him never to relinquish them and blessing him in his 
dying breath as “beloved prodigal, thou cherished son of my loins,” 
Thus the Kingdom of Granada was once more united. Its heart and 
its temper were hardened, for now it was fighting for it.s life. 

Isabella grimly tightened the sea blockade on the coa.st of the en- 
emy kingdom, concentrating on Malaga. Ferdinand willingly rein- 
forced her with Aragonian ships,' since by now he was completely 
won over to her grand strategy of watch, wait, .starve- and smash. 
When another harvest was reaped and still another seeded, lie led 
another army, swollen to sixty thousand, from .stronghold to .strong- 
hold across tlie width of the Kingdom of Granada, scorching a hroad 
path of destruction as he went, sundering the entany territory, till 
he reached the sea and camped round Malaga. Simultancou.siy lh<-. 
fleets bombarded the city from the harbor. 

Malaga was a breath-takingly lovely place. Its streets were sliaded 
with rows of palms. Bamboos and giant eucalyptus trei-s, thickly en- 
twined with flowering vines, beautified its parks and pla/.a.s. Its air 
was a perfume, the poems of tlie Moors said in their florid Ea.slern 
hyperbole, “like an opened flask of musk,” and the warm blue sea 
that washed its shore was clear as an amethyst jewel and flecked with 
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waves that were white as the pearls in the ears of the houris of 
Paradise. 

Bnt for all its beauty its aspect now was grim and warlike. Elab- 
orate hanging gardens that had adorned its walls for centuries were 
ruthlessly destroyed, lest they afford a foothold to scaling parties of 
the enemy. Forbidding stone rose sheer and high, bristling with can- 
non, defying the Christian hosts. 

Ferdinand smiled craftily. There were other ways through walls 
than scaling. Hoarding his men as he hoarded his money, he wrote 
to Isabella, ‘'Malaga presents certain difficulties, and I do not wish to 
protract this siege. Send me some heavier guns. But above all send 
me much extra food— it need not be of good quality— as much as 
you can spare. I have a special reason for tins. Fail me not, as you 
love God and me!” 

She sent him the guns, seven enormous lombards, whose deeper, 
throatier roar could be heard above the ceaseless cannonade of his 
otlier artillery. Watch towers toppled in cascades of pulverized stone. 
Holes were blasted thi-ough the walls, gaped, grew and finally 
yawned in broad breaches tliat could not be repaired. 

She parted with food less readily, however, for she was reluctant 
to draw upon her critically valuable reserves. But she sent him some 
shiploads of grain, wliicli Ferdinand successfully unloaded on the 
beach out of range of the enemy, who watched tlie operation hun- 
grily, Their supplies were low. They were consuming food at a rate 
that only the dread of starvation can stimulate, Ferdinand counted 
on tliat. The grain was a weapon more lethal than the guns, not 
only against Malaga but Granada also. 

In the tenth week of the siege the sick and hungry inliabitants 
revolted against tlieir city governor. They elected one of their num- 
ber to approach Ferdinand with a deputation under a flag of truce 
and ask for terms of surrender. Ferdinand refused to admit the dep- 
utation. They did not look quite hungry, quite desperate enough; 
they might haggle over the terms. 

On another and later day they returned with threats: they would 
place their old men and women and children in the citadel, they 
said, set fire to it and the town and sally forth to the field and die 
fighting. 

"Pray do,” Ferdinand said amiably, “though it seems a pity to burn 
your helpless loved ones. I had planned to feed them, as well as 
you, as soon as you .surrendered. But of course—” he slirugged~“that 
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is your decision, not mine.” He fed them a sumptuous meal and sent 
them, sick with food in shrunken stomachs, back to Malaga. The 
instant they entered the gate the seven lombards riddled it with 
cannon balls. 

At length, rather than starve, rather than burn, lusting after tlie 
promised food, the deputation returned and surrendered the city un- 
conditionally, hoping for notliing. 

It was then that Isabella’s supplies became a weapon of war. Fer- 
dinand rashed quantities of bread, fresh from the ovens and baked in 
the sweet Moorish faslrion, into the fallen city and fed tlie starving 
populace. The rumor spread throughout Morisma that the stern 
Spanish king could be merciful in victory. 

“Your grain,” Ferdinand wrote to Isabella, “was worth its weight 
in gunpowder!” 

The fate of the Malagan Jews was even better. There were four 
hundred and iSfty of them. Their Spanish brethren, headed by Abra- 
ham Senior, Grand Rabbi of Castile and one of Isabella s most trasted 
ministers, ransomed tliem all and they were as free as Spani.sh law 
allowed. 

But the fate of certain Christian renegades in Malaga was melan- 
choly. Twelve captives bad turned Moslem. Ferdinand buried them 
up to their necks in sand, and comi3anies of caballeros practiced 
marksmanship on their heads in a whole day’s victory celebration. 
In the hot bright .sunlight they thundered past at a gallop hurling 
pointed reeds the size of an English longbow shaft at the round and 
ridiculous targets, which were as hard to hit as melons but much 
more amusing because these moved and screamed. 

“Nothing now stands in the way of die conquest of the city' of 
Granadal” Ferdinand exulted. 

“Doesn’t it?” Isabella asked. 



MXTCH STOOD IN THE WAY. A PESTILENCE BRED IN THE MISERY OF MALAGA 

swept beyond the walls of the fallen city and infected all the south- 
ern provinces, Thousands died. Fierce storms raged throughout An- 
dalusia that winter. The rivers rose over tlieir banks and flooded 
the field.s; the harve.st failed. The French raided the frontier of Ar- 
agon. Troops had to be diverted from the Moorish war to repulse 
tliem. Most threatening of all, a Turkish fleet was gathering in the 
African port of Tripoli with the avowed intent of seizing Ferdinand’s 
island of Malta. If Malta vshould fall Italy once more would He open 
to invasion. The king and queen ioumeyed to Aragon to block die 
new danger from the East. The Crusade against Granada paused, 

But it was only a pause. The momentum of victory was shong. 
The habit of winning w'as deep in the blood of a fierce new gen- 
eration of Spaniards who could not remember the evil days of Henry 
the Impotent. 

Isabella could remember those days and was sometimes forcibly 
reminded of them. One evening as Ferdinand labored over a sheaf 
of depressing accounts, all ending in deficits, and reports of supplies, 
all dwindling, he came across a .small white paper written in Latin 
that some busy secretary had failed to translate for him. lie handed 
it weiirily to the queen. 

“My dear, will you read this for me?” 

She glanced at it; she read it through twice. Then she said in an 
icy voice, “The Mother Superior of the Convent of Santa Magdalena 
in Barcelona reports that tlie kings daughter, Maria, has suffered a 
bout of the croup.” She looked at Iiim. "Maria? I do not know the 
king’s daughter, Maria.” 

He swore and snatched the letter out of lier hand; then slowly 
gave it back. “It happened tliree years ago,” he said angrily, defen- 
sively, guiltily, “I was hawng trouble witli my parliament. The}' re- 
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fused to help me against the French. So did you. I was alone against 
eveiyone. I was angry. I snatched at any solace. But I swear on 
my sacred honor it shall never happen again! I l;)eg you to believe 
me, Isabella.” 

“Have you acknowledged this Maria?” 

“I shall” 

She sighed. But since she could not make him over .she must love 
him as he was. 

“I always used to use an onion plaster on the chest for croup,” she 
said in a tight and strangled voice. Then after a silence, “Will you 
wish my sliips for Malta?” 

“Will you give them to me? You refused to help before.” 

“I refused against Christians. Against Turks I refuse nothing.” 

“I do need sliips. Scores of ships! But not for Malta. It is not 
necessary to defend Malta.” His face took fire with a lai-ger plan. 
“With the help of your ships I will smash the Turk in his African 
base before he has a chance to sail! If I have learned nothing else, 
Isabella, I have learned to strike at the heart!” 

“How well, and deep, and coldly,” she murmured. 

“Eh?” 

“Strike in Africa,” she said. “You are quite right.” 

She withdrew fifty ships from the fleet that continued to blockade 
the Granadine coast. Under her Castilian Admiral, son of the old who 
was now inactive, tliey joined a flotilla of Ferdinand’s and crossed 
the Mediterranean in overwhelming force. In the harbor of Tripoli 
they blasted the Turkish ships out of the water. Tripoli was a famous 
Cliristian victory; the Turk retired to the East; the Islamic Alliance 
was disrupted; Malta was safe; Italy was safe. 

In recognition of their repeated defense of Christendom, Chris- 
tendom’s head bestowed upon Ferdinand and Isabella the title of 
los reyes catoHcos, the Catholic Sovereigns, with the style of “Maj- 
esty,” giving them pre-eminence over all other Western king.s except 
the king of Brance. In the short space of one woman’s reign that had 
not yet reached its peak, Spain had risen from imx 30 tence to rank 
witii the mightiest of European powers, and the end of its glory 
no man could foresee. The queen was still young, One could hope 
it would never end. 

During the pause in the Moorish war while the action against the 
Turks was in progress Ferdinand and Isabella went on a long pil- 
grimage to the .slirine of the patron saint of Spain, to fast in that 
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season of scarcity with their hungry subjects, and pray for victory. 
The shrine was remote, Saint James of Campostelia, on tfie bleak 
shore of the Atlantic in the gray granite hills of Galicia. The somber 
place matched her somber mood and the perilous times. Ferdinand 
accompanied her willingly and exceeded her in his show of devotion, 
praying at tlic shrine in a black penitential robe. 

l'’h(;y were; met at Valladolid by a herald with the news of the 
cornpJeie .success of the African expedition, and a papal nuncio who 
bore a scroll that confirmed their majestic titles. ^They had encom- 
passed the whole extent of their united Spanish realms in their 
pilgrimage round the peninsula. Everywhere they had shown them- 
selves, exliorting, encouraging, recruiting soldiers and guns and sup- 
plies. The Spanish people took heart again and braced themselves 
for the supreme effort against Granada, for now indeed nothing 
stood in the way, 

Ferdinand now placed himself at the head of an army of 80,000 
troops, the most that had ever been mustered, and pitched his camp 
in the vega of Granada. 

Though the rest of the kingdom had fallen, the Moors of Granada 
determined to fight for their beautiful capital city to the end. Seven 
centuries of lustory protected it; in Moslem eyes Granada shone as 
a priceless jewel in Islam's crown; so long as the Moors retained it 
the Mohammedan world might hope that the conquests of the 
Prophet in Europe were not irretrievably lost. The tide might turn, 
the Christian queen might die; sovereigns like Henry the Impotent 
again might sit upon tlie Spanish throne, and once again, as had 
happened so many centuries before, tiie green banner inscribed with 
the thousand ineffable names of Allah might lead the hosts of the 
Faithful northward and onward to the final humbling of Christen- 
dom. 

Put more than faith and tradition protected the capital city, 
flidden defenses had been constructed in vineyards and orchards 
outside the walls in anticipation of the siege: waterfilled trenches 
to block a cavalry charge; pits with sharp spikes at the bottom to 
impale horses and men when they fell through a thin concealing 
curtain of brush; jiGaceful-appearing farm buiiding.s that actually 
held hidden guns and water mills with lookouts and sharpshooters 
lurking in their tops. Much of this construction wais the work of 
Christian captives, for along with thousands of Moorish refugee.? that 
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swelled the population of Granada great numbers of prisoners of 
war had been brought there to labor on the defenses. 

Ferdinand systematically, unhurriedly, hacked down the fruit 
trees and destroyed the vineyards and groves which tlui .Mooi’s, most 
excellent of husbandmen, had assiduously cultivated for centuries. 
After a few disastrous accidents with mantraps and water mills he 
burned every structure, razed every building, filled every pit and 
depression even though it were only a harmless irrigation canal Noth- 
ing remained that miglit conceal a trap or an enemy marksman. He 
destroyed everything. From tlie Christian camp to Granada’s red 
walls the land lay level, scorched and featureless. And there, for 
seven months, while die fleets blockaded by sea, he besieged the 
place, waiting for hunger and sickness and failing hope to take their 
inevitable toll. 

When he judged that the will to resist might have softened he 
dispatched a herald under a flag of truce with an offer to ti-eat with 
Abdallah, recalling his liberal ti*eatment of Malaga, promising the 
same for Granada. 

The time was not yet ripe. 

For answer Abdallah sent him a vicious starving dog. Ferdinand 
shrugged, ordered it fed for a week, and when it was tamed and 
fat, sent it back again to Abdallah with a note: “No one need starve. 
All you need do is surrender.” On which Abdallah returned the un- 
fortunate animal’s severed head. The episode of tine dog was much 
talked of, for it seemed to signify that Granada would rather starve 
than sun'ender. 

The Marques of Cadiz then led a large force of picked men in 
a determined assault on the city. The defenders on tlic battlements 
overturned the scaling ladders with long hooked poles. A screaming 
company of Moors witli drawn scimitars issued from a hidden sally 
port and fell upon the attackers, who were floundering disorganized 
and confused among the broken ladders at the foot of the wall. Many 
had fractured arms and legs in their fall. Ferdinand at once sent 
a relief i3arty, but not before some hundreds of Cadiz’ men were 
butchered. 

Each morning the walls of Granada were repaired, clesx)ite the 
heavy cannonade. A thin, disdainful Moorish officer, cairtured in the 
sally, declared, “You Spaniards are excellent masons. What better 
way for Christian x^risoners to die than by Christian guns? Would 
Your Highness prefer that we starve them?” 



Ferdinand's mouth hardened into a grim white line. “Sehor Mar- 
{][ues,” he said to Cadiz, “pray order the firing continued.” 

Ill luck continued to dog the Christians at first, as indeed it always 
did wfien Ferdinand led them. A disastrous fire broke out in 
Spai]ii.sh c'amp and destroyed acres of tents. Seven months was an 
unprecedeiiicd lt;ngtli of time to remain in tlie field. Ferdinand's 
army was alrno.st too large; tax receipts were low, owing to the fam- 
ine of tlie previous year; he could not pay his troops, He wrote to 
the queen, who wa.s at Cordova close to die scene of war, “Not only 
1, but the Marcjuc.s of Cadiz, the Duke of Medina Sidonia, Gonsalvo 
de Cordoba and all my captains advise a postponement of action 
for another season. The shortage of money is particularly embar- 
rassing. Give me your thoughts." 

She wi’Ote, “On no account give up the siege. Victory rises before 
usf” 

He aiLswered, “Eventual victory no doubt is certain, since God 
and guns and hungry bellies fight on our side; but it does not seem 
close. Do not, I charge you, visit iny camp; it is not safe; the enemy 
may sally at any moment.” 

At the same time lu! saitl to his council with a smile, “Gentlemen, 
1 fancy Hei' M'.ijc^sty will .shortly join us here. Pray, prepare a com- 
fortable place for her.” 

He was right. Lsabella appeared at the camp unannounced, with 
a .suite of di.stinguished retainers and with something else that was 
shortly to prove a strange new weapon of war: she brought with her 
Forty silvca- Ik'IIs, Bells were forbidden by the Koran; they infuriated 
the Moors. But over the hideous noise of the cannonade their music, 
associated in the minds of Christians widi the holiest moraentj} of 
worship, carried a nusssage of hope to the prisoners in Granada. 

There followed in lua* train the Cardinal of Spain, Prince John, Prin- 
cc'.s.s Isabella, Aunt ,'Oeatriz of Portugal, Beatriz de Bobadilla with 
luT luisband Andres dc Cabrera, Master of the Mint: her friends, 
lier children, her power, her faidi. There was also a heavily guarded 
mule, plodding underr the weight of two chests of coin that were 
strapped to its back. Hound by sea went shiploads of .supjrlies: more 
guns, mort; munitions, more food for horses and men. 

F'erdirsand, wlu) had no money to pay his troops, que.stionecl her 
.sharply. “This is a strange and unexpected influx of plenty, my dear.” 

She had pawned the crown jewels of Castile, 

“There was no other way,” she said simply. 


“My emerald coronet?” 

, “Yes.” ■ 

“My balas rubies?” 

“Yes.” 

“My sapphire brooch?” 

“Yes.” 

“At least not the crown of Saint Ferdinand!” 

“That too. Andres de Cabrera arranged everything for me with 
some Valencia bankers.” 

“I know them. They re Jews.” 

“Well?” 

But Isabella s white throat was not entirely stripped of her jewels. 
She still wore tlie iron cross that Ferdinand had given her when 
he came disguised as a merchant from Aragon to wed her. 

He touched it speculatively. “Tliis could have been pawned for 
more than all the rest combined.” 

“Never,” she said. 

Isabella's silver bells rubbed raw the nerves of a Moorish holy 
man named Ibrahim Algerbi. He was a dervish from Tripoli. He had 
come on a ship from his African desert to preach to his brethren in 
Granada, feeling a call from Allah. He asked for four Imndred vol- 
unteers to follow him in tlie night to the Chrisitan camp and there, 
he prophesied, Allah had shown him in a dream how the Cluistian 
queen would die at tlieir hands, which he said were mystically 
blessed for the liberation of Islam. 

Prepared by fasting and prayer they followed liim; they were 
promptly cut to pieces by a detachment of Cadiz' men. At dawn 
Ibrahim Algerbi was found kneeling by a rock, liis gi-een turban 
bowed to the dust in i)rayer. The took him to the Marque.s of Cadiz. 
Cadiz questioned him in Moorish. 

Ibrahim Algerbi claimed to be one of Ferdinand’s secret agents 
with information relative to Granada'.s capture that he would diwilge 
only to the king and queen. Cadiz shrugged; Ferdinand ]iad many 
agents; the fellow’s story might well be true. He sent him under 
guard to Beatriz de Bobadilla’s tent, to wait, for it was now noon 
and the king was taking his siesta and could not be disturbed. The 
queen was in one of her field hospitals. 

Beatriz’ tent was the most spectacular of the entire camp. It was 
pink canvas with green silk cords. Over it waved the Moya coat of 
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arms on a large banner. Ibrahim Algerbi tliought they were the royal 
arms of Spain and breathed his thanks to Allah. 

Inside a beautiful woman sat at chess with an imposing personage 
whose chain of office and gravity of countenance matched descrip- 
tions Algerbi had heard of the king. So lovely a woman must un- 
questionably be die queen. He requested a drink of water. His guard 
obligingly went to fetch it. 

Beatriz and Dom Alvero of Portugal looked up from tiieir game 
to see the black-faced, turbaned fanatic rushing upon them witli a 
dagger he had drawn from tlie folds of his burnoose. The blade 
flashed over Beatriz’ head and came down between her shoulders. 
She screamed and fell to the floor, while Ibrahim Algerbi, uttering 
a loud cry of tiiumph, turned on Dom Alvero, whose neck and 
shoulder he wounded severely. Then the guards rushed in and 
stabbed the Moor mth a hundred mortal blows. He died praising 
Allah, thinking he had rid the world of the king and queen of Spain. 

The Marques of Moya, aroused from liis siesta, ran into the sitting 
room of his tent and raised liis fainting wife. The gold galloon at 
her neck had turned the assassin’s x^oint; she had merely swooned, 
unwounded. “I shall never again complain how much you spend on 
your gowns!” 

Dom Alvero, however, nearly died. He was attached to the Span- 
ish court as a militaiy observer for the friendly power of Portugal. 
His deatli would have been embarrassing. 

Ferdinand’s wrath was terrible.- Ibrahim Algerbi’s dead body was 
X)laced in the sling of a catapult and hurtled over the walls of Gra- 
nada. The Moors retaliated by flaying a noble Spaniard and stufimg 
his skin with .straw. Lashed to tlie back of a mule tlie Caballero’s 
grisly shell trotted into the Christian camp, tlardened veterans 
retched at the sight of the limp and boneless thing tliat had once 
been a man, for its limbs writhed like serpents with eveiy' step of 
the mule. P’erdinand swore a frightful oath; “What the Moor has 
devi.sed I shall improve upon, so helx) me the Father of Evil in Hell!” 

But Isabella called a halt to tihe mutual atrocities. Tliere were more 
than a tliousand Gliristian captives in die dungeons of Granada, not 
only prisoners taken in the present war but many others, victims of 
old border raids who had languished in chains for years. There was 
danger diat the Moors, in growing desperation, might slaughter them 
all. ' 


“There are better ways to show our faith and put the Infidel to 
shame,” she said. 

Evidence of the disasti’ous fire that had ravaged the Christian 
camp was all around. Ferdinand had neatly cleaned up the debris 
but great blackened areas still yawned among the serried rows of 
tents and the troops were severely crowded in tliose that remained, 

.Ferdinand had complained, “The men bicker over triflcis wlreu 
they are quartered too closely togedier.” 

“I don’t think it’s healthy,” Isabella had said, “and if they bick<:‘r 
it’s because they are idle.” 

“Idleness cannot be helped, I’m afraid. We spend a week doing 
nothing for every hour we spend fighting. That is the dull mathe- 
matics of your kind of war, my dear. The fights of the future will 
probably be very stupid.” 

“We are certainly not going to quarter them in tents any more.” 

Idleness ceased abiaip% now. In place of the thin inflammable 
tents a solid city of stone and mortar structures began to rise on 
the vega before Granada, The soldier turned cniftsinaii, the Cabal- 
lero turned overseer. The whole plain riunl)lcd with tlie strangely 
incongruous noises of building, as blocks were chiseled, iron was 
wrought, lumber hewn and carts creaked all day long earjying loads 
of finished construction material to preplanned and carc^fnlly laid- 
out sites. Not only substantial dwelling places but stables, smithies, 
armories, kitchen.s, laundries, storehouses and a cliurch arose and 
took shape before the a.stoimded eyes of the Moors, In jilace of tents, 
that could fold in a night and disappear before dawn, here was a 
permanent city for eighty thousaird inhabitants wIkj would never, 
never go away. Isabella’s demonstration of absolute conviction that 
she would conquer did more than the loss of a dozem battles to crush 
the spirit out of the Moors. 

To acid to their discomfiture, and because it was an excc'llcnt plan 
for a city Iruilt new on imencumbered ground, two lu’oad pavexi 
avenues formed the principal thorcmghfare.s. They iikjI at right an- 
gles. Thus, whenever the Moor looked toward the hosts of his enc'my, 
he saw the Christian Cross, in everlasting stone. 

Three months aftc-n* she arrived construction was complete, the 
last stone in place, the last roof tiled. She actually began to plant 
flowering trees along the avenues. 

“We’ll hardly need those.” Ferdinand laughed. 

“This is the only city in Spain that the Moor has never defiled by 
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his presence, ' Isabella said. “The trees will shade future generations, 
and remind them, and keep them on their guard. Let the cit>^ live, 
and blossom, and grow, forever.” 

“The army wants to call this place ‘Isabella,’ ” he said. “I rather 
agree.” 

Blit she named it Santa Fe, for the Holy Faith that built it. 

Santa Fe was costly to build. Laboring over accounts of expenses, 
which he audited as sharply as any Valencian banker, Ferdinand 
came across a bill "For Cartographical Services: 10,000 maravedis.” 
It was signed, “Christopher Columbus, in the suite of the Marques 
of Moya.” 

“Here, here!” he said. “What is this?” He handed her the paper. 

“Truly, I do not know.” 

“Your Italian sailorman is back?” 

“Beatriz hasn't mentioned him.” 

“Well, he seems to be, and I won't pay. Let the Marques of Moya 
pay him. For Dios! Ten thousand maravedis! For cartographical serv- 
ices! Not out of my pocket!” 

“It does vSeem unconscionably high,” Isabella said, “I’ll ask what 
he did to earn it.” 

“If anything.” 

Columbus had returned, sensing as did all Europe that tlie end of 
the war with Granada was very near. With the end of that war, he 
knew, would come a golden opportunity such as never before had 
presented itself and never again would occur to press his pei'sonal 
suit upon the Spanish sovereigns. Beatriz de Bobadilla once more 
had taken him in. 

Columbus had not stood idly by, dreaming of his voyage. It was 
not in his nature to be idle, especially in the midst of die bustling 
activity that surrounded him on all sides as die sturdy buildings of 
Santa Fe took shape and rose from the ground. He applied to the 
Marques of Moya for employment. Skeptically the Marques asked 
him, “What .sort?” It was good that the Italian nagivator was willing 
to earn his keep, but he wondered how he planned to do so. 

Columbus’s qualifications were impressive, and he did not mini- 
mize them. Did the marques remember, he asked, the Portuguese 
port in Africa, Saint George La Mina, where fabulous treasures of 
gold bullion were stored till Portuguese ships could load them for 
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Lisbon and pour tliein into the cofiEers of the Portuguese king? As- 
suredly, the marques replied, he remembered the port; it was safe 
as tlie keep of Segovia; cunningly protected by rings of walls and 
bristling with guns that pointed to all quarters of the compass, guard- 
ing the sea approaches as well as the jungle paths on the land side. 
It was impregnable. 

“I, Christopher Columbus, laid down those fortifications,” Colum- 
bus said; and from a voluminous sea chest drew forth maps of his 
owm making to document his assertion. 

The Marques of Moya commissioned him to execute a series of 
charts for tlie builders of Santa Fe. They proved of great value, for 
they were beautifully drawn, in clear understandable detail, show- 
ing buildings and streets and even a system of drains. 

‘'But his price was high,” Beatrix admitted. 'T slipped his account 
into a big sheaf of others that Andres was preparing for the king.” 

“Why, hija marquesa?” 

“Andres would never have approved a sum of ten thousand mara- 
vedis/’ 

“Neither did the king.” 

“He found the bill?” 

“Like a hawk.” 

“Oh dear. I hoped he wouldn’t notice it among so many.” A plead- 
ing note slipped into her voice. “Columbus must not go awayl He 
plans to. He tiireatens to. He has approached the king of England, 
who has written showing .some interest, and talks of taking his project 
up to present in person to him. The English king is a shrewd and 
grasping man. Columbus would never come liack to Castile.” 

“I won’t let him go, and I won’t pay ten tIiou.s’and maravedis,” 
Isabella said positively. “Tell the marques to give him three thou- 
sand maravedis a montli from my funds.” It was almost as much as 
the salary of a Salamanca professor; it would support Columbus com- 
iortably. “Tell die marques to continue the payments till tlu^ ivar is 
over. Then we shall see.” 

“You have spared me a bitter argument with my husband,” Beatriz 
said. “He’d have been furious at what I did.” 

“Now I shall have to go and face mine,” Isabella smiled. 

Ferdinand grumbled, “You’re wasting your money.” But it was her 
money, and it would not reach the amount that Columl ms had de- 
manded for his cartographical services for some months. 

Columbus accepted liis stipend and did not leave Castile. He had 
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peddled his dream to four Ghristiaix princes; King Joao of Portugal, 
King Charles of France, King Henry of England. Only Queen Isa- 
bella of Spain, in the final exhausting hours of a terrible war, had 
listened, and demonshated her faith by granting a regular salary, 
sufficient to keep him in dignity, paid from funds wliicii he knew 
she had raised by pawning her crown jewels. Her faith strengtliened 
his, and he waited, thankful and full of hope. 

In the autumn of the year of Our Lord 1491 the city of Granada, 
bottled up and beleaguered by land and by sea, began to starve. 
Internal dissension seethed and erupted in revolt against the Sultan 
Abdallah. From their red walls the Moors looked out across the vega 
toward Isabella’s magical city of Santa Fe. Endless mule trains of 
supplies were snaking their way across the plain and unloading their 
plenty into Isabella’s storehouses. A bountiful harvest had replen- 
ished the granaries of Spain; but the Moors, reduced to a diet of 
boiled cats and scavenger dogs, of palm leaves beaten to flour and 
baked into a semblance of bread, hungered and sickened and died. 
It was observed that the siege sickness in Granada did not spread 
to the Christians. Santa Fe was too clean, too airy, too sanitary, too 
well policed for the infection to take root. Its hospitals, marked with 
the red cro.ss of Santiago, were empty. 

The Sultan’s sad and hungiy subjects approached him first with 
suggestions, then requests, tlien demands for peace. He looked into 
their haggard faces; he said he would give them peace. A Moorish 
herald disguised as a jreasant rode out of Granada at dead of night 
carrying concealed in his turban a piece of parchment on which 
Abdallah had stamped in green ink the impression of the palm of 
Ills own right hand; the emissary’s credentials, the Sultan’s royal au- 
tbority to treat with the enemy. 

Thus ox^ened the secret negotiations for yreace. Gonsalvo de Cor- 
doba, with his fluent Moorish and great diplomatic skill, met often 
at night with Abdallah’s representatives. Sometimes the meetings 
took place in a hamlet outside the city, sometimes within the v/alls 
of the Alhambra itself in the heart of the city of Granada. 

Step by ste]3, one by one, night by night the terms of capitulation 
were negotiated. On its face the treaty was moderate; the fierce Arab 
Xrride of the Moors was salved. They retained their laws; they were 
permitted the practice of their religion. But there was never a doubt 
who was victor. 

For seven centuries foity Spanish kings, each in his turn, had 
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stiiven against the Moor and faded, humbled, into history. Now, 
after the passing of so many centuries, so many kings, the Moor 
sun-endered to a woman, Isabella. 

On the twenty-fifth of November, 1492-) bie last of the Sultans 
left his capital for the last time to meet his conqueror and sign away 
his crovtm. His last command was an order to wall up the ]X)rtai 
tlnough which he passed. The command was obeyed; the gate was 
walled up; w'alled up it would remain. No Moor would ever touch 
the stones that sealed the Sultan’s shame; no Spaniard would ever 
disturb the monument that commemorated so glorious a victory for 
Christendom, 

In a tent on die banks of die river Xendl in the midst of the Chris- 
tian host Abdallah wrote his name in flowing Arabic script in golden 
ink on the treaty that delivered the sovereignty of the entire King- 
dom of Granada to Spain, and wept as he wrote. Isabella affixed her 
lo La Reyna, B'erdinand his lo El Key. His signature on the docu- 
ment of surrender was one of the last things Abdallah ever saw in 
this life. He fled to an African kinsman, the Sultan of Fez, who of- 
fered him sanctuary when Granada fell, llien the Sultan of Fez put 
out Abdallah’s eyes as a public reproach for the loss of Arab Spain, 
and banished him, blind, to a country estate wbere shortly he died. 

Immediately on the signing of die treaty a powerful detachment 
of troops under Cardinal Mendoza entered to take posse.ssion of the 
city, to pacify and feed die starving populace, to render Granada 
orderly and safe for the entry of the king and queen. Soon the great 
banner of die Crusade with its enormous silver cross was unfurled 
in die sunlight from the highest tower of the Alhambra. Eighty thou- 
.sand Spaniards, waiting anxiously for the signal, set up a victor)’ 
.shout of |oy, kneeling, jirostrating themselves, kissing the groimcl 
that now was Spain. Some had grown gray in the Moorish war; all 
were now entided to be called conquistador cs. Not only a long war, 
a long era bad ended. An era of alien domination by an alien culture 
had come to a close. With a solemn sense of a mighty mission ac- 
complished F’erdinand and Isabella entered into their new kingdom. 

Dragging their chain.s the yellow emaciated pri.soners crept out 
of their dungeons and kissed the feet of the king and qiu'cn, ’wana-iiig 
the ground with their tears. Compassionate comrades liamnu'red tl)e 
fetters from their limbs with armorers’ tools, a slow and xiainful 
task for Moorish iron was tough. But the joyful prisoners did not 
wince when the hammers struck, and when the weights that hud 
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burdened them so grievously finally fell in a growing heap to the 
ground they waved their gaunt arms and lifted their legs and danced, 
singing and shouting for joy with tears sti'eaming down sunken 
cheeks into long unshaved beards. Isabella sent their chains like pre- 
cious relics to hang on the walls of churches throughout Spain. God, 
king and queen were equally praised in that sunny hour of deliv- 
erance. 

In the quiet gardens of the Alhambra Isabella walked hand in 
hand with her husband; it was her first moment of relaxation from 
danger, trouble, toil and war she had ever enjoyed in her long and 
not yet finished reign. 

The air of the gardens was sweet with the perfume of myrtle and 
orange. At their feet cinnebar-hued fish glided and flashed in the 
limpid waters of Moorish pools. The quiet of die evening was broken 
only by the liquid plashing of many fountains and the distant sounds 
of Christian bells. The year was at its Spring, the soft and beautiful 
springtime of 1492, full of the promise of jilenty, prosperity and 
peace-peace after generations of war. 

The queen wore silk and her collar of rubies again. Ferdinand 
had opened the treasure chambers of the Moors and cau.sed a con- 
cise inventory to be made of their almost incalculable riches. The 
towers of the Alhambra had yielded tlieir seven centuries of plunder 
in gold and priceless objects of exquisite Moorish art to the Chris- 
tian conquerors. Isabella had redeemed her jewels from tlie Valencia 
bankers. 

Following at a little distance as the sovereigns sbolled among tlie 
fountains and flowers in the gathering dusk, Beatriz de Bobadilla 
said to her liushaiid, “I like her better in silk than steel, don’t you, 
Andres?” 

“She’s dazzling in both,” the marques replied. 

“You made her queen, Andres.” 

“Oh, come, come.” 

“Yes, you did. The day you declared for her, and gave her the 
keys to Segovia, and financed her very first war.” 

“Perhaps I helped.” 

“Spain lay in your hands that day. You could have made anyone 
king, anyone queen. Anyone. Weren’t you uncertain whom to 
choose?” 
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The Marques of Moya rubbed the stiff little tuft of beard on his 
chin. “To tell the truth, I never even considered anyone else.” 

“Then you see very clearly, my Andres.” 

“I was certainly blessedly right” 

“Her armor will grow rusty now,” 

“1 suppose so.” 

“She won't like that.” 

“It is better so.” 

“There is a touch of sadness in it, though, There is nothing left 
to conquer, She used to say Spain was shaped like a Cluistian shield, 
and only the tip was foul. Now die shield is purged of die Infidel; 
from Gibraltar to the Pyrenees every foe has fallen. Now she has 
everydiing." 

“Hm-m,” said the Marques of Moya, 

Beatrix laughed softiy and shipped her arm tlirough his, “No, she 
hasn’t everytiiing. I have more than she. I have you, and she has 
only Ferdinand, and only part of him. I could never liuve endured 
his infldelitie.s, not once but thrice, Avith her patience.” 

“Kings are different, 1 suppo.se.” 

“Then I am glad you did not make me a queen!” 

Ffer husband smiled. “I liad other plans for you, my dear.” 

“Isabella’vS life will be dull and empty now. H.er dream for Spain 
became reality, but dreams end in reality. There is a loss in that.” 

The Marques of Moya jilaecd his finger on his lips. “Hu.sh, Beatrix; 
we shall be overheard.” Their footsteps had carried them within ear- 
shot of the king and queen. 

They heard Isabella saying to Ferdinand, “Do you not think, mi 
seiior, that now, Avitliout gambling, we eun nndcTtake. vniituri^ 
of my patient, persistent Italian sailorman?” 

Ferdinand snorted contcmptiioasjy. “Tliat Gliri.stophor Columbus? 
That visionary? That ragged, impractical dreamer? Certainly not.” 

Her chin went up a fraction of an inch in that gesture of dcstermi- 
nation which Beatriz, Ferdinand, the Moors th(,;msclves, knew mi^ant 
that Isabella of Castile had made up her mind. TIic westering .sun 
blazed fiery red on her rubies. 

“I’d pawn these again to help him!” 

“Oh very well, sefiora mia,” he agi'eed grudgingly, “1 suppose we 
can afford him now, and you .seem to feel strongly alxnit him. Sail 
him away, for all I care, out of this world. At least he’ll quit pester- 
ing me.” 
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“How do we know,” Isabella smiled, “that he won’t bring back 
another?” 

Beatriz whispered happily to her husband, “No, her life will not 
be empty. She has exchanged one dream for another. She will never 
grow old or pine or fret so long as she cleaves to a dream.” 

“Knowing Columbus,” the marques said soberly, “I have a feeling 
this new one will never end.” 



